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EDITORIAL NOTE. 

So much of preface seems necessary tc this 
volume as may justify its publication and explain 
its origin. The writer was for many years my 
closest friend. It was In the summer of 1S73 that 
a lady, whose gracious influence has helped to 
^ihape^nd ^ncourage more than one distinguished 
career, first awakened my interest in him and 
drew us together. He was at that time a iaci of 
twenty-two, with his powers not yet set nor his 
way of life determined. * But to know him was to 
recognise at once that here was a young genius of 
whom great things mighty be expected. A slender, 
boyish presence, with a graceful, somewhat fan- 
fastic bearing, and a singular power and attraction 
in the eyes and smile, were the signs that first 
impressed you ; and the impression was quickly 
confirmed and deepened by the charm of his talk, 
which was irresistibly sympathetic and inspiring, 
and not less full of matter than of mirth. I have 
known no man in whom the poet’s heart and 
imagination were combined with such a brilliant 
strain of humour and such an unsleeping alert- 
ness and adroitness of the critical intelligence. 
But it was only in conversation that he could as yet 
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do himself justice. His earliest efforts in litera- 
ture were of a very uneven and tentative quality. 
The reason partly was that in mode of expression 
and choice of language,- no less than in the for- 
mation of opinion and the conduct of life, he was 
impatient, even to excess, of the conventional, the 
accepted, and the trite. His perceptions and 
emotions were acute and vivid in the extreme ; 
his judgments, whether founded on experience, 
reading, discussion, or caprice (and a surprising 
amount of all these things had been crowded into 
his youthful existence) were not less fresh and 
personal ; while to his ardent fancy the wodd wa;» 
a theatre flowing with the lights" and bustling 
with- the incidents of romance. To find for all 
he had to say words of vital aptness and anima- 
tion — to communicate much as possible of what 
he has somewhere called 4 the incommunicable 
thrill of things' — was frgm the first Ids endeavour 
in literature, nay more, it was the main passion of 
his life. The instrument that should serve his 
purpose could not be forged in haste, still less 
could it be adopted at second hand or ready- 
made ; and he has himself narrated how long and 
toilsome was the apprenticeship he served. 

In those days, then, of Stevenson V youth it was 
my good fortune to be of use to him, partly by 
helping to soften parental opposition to his inborn 
vocation for letters, partly by recommending him 
to editors (Mr. Hamerton, Sir George Grove, and 
Mr. Leslie Stephen in succession), and a little even 
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by such technical hints as a classical training and 
five years’ seniority enabled me to gbj. It be- 
longed to the richness of his nature to repay in all 
things much for iittle, exaro^oV iitveafiot&Vy and 
from these early relations sprang both the affec- 
tion, to me inestimable, of which the following 
correspondence bears evidence, and the habit, 
which it pleased him to maintain after he had be- 
come one of the acknowledged masters of English 
letters, of confiding in and consulting me about 
his work in progress. It was my business to find 
fault; to "damn’ what I did not like; a duty 
which, as will he inferred from the following pages, 
I was "accustomed to discharge somewhat un- 
sparingly. But he was too manly a spirit to 
desire or to relish flattery, and too true an artist 
to be content wi th_doinjj_ less tharT EIs B est T He 
knew, moreover, in what rank of English writers I 
put him, and for what audience, not of to-day, I 
would have him labour. # Tibi Palmure — so, in 
the last weeks of his life, he proposed to inscribe 
to me a set of his collected works. Not Pahnurys 
so much as Polonius may perhaps — or so I some- 
times suspect— have been really the character ; 
but his own amiable view of the matter has to be 
mentioned in order to account for part of the tenor 
of the following correspondence. 

As a letter-writer, Mr. Stevenson was puncti- 
1 i o u s^^nT^Busihes s matters (herein putting some 
violence on his nature), indefatigable where there 
was a service to be requited or a kindness done, 
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and to strangers and slight acquaintances ever 
courteous and attentive. I am not sure, indeed, 
but that in this capacity it was the outer rather than 
the inner circle of his correspondents who, speak- 
ing generally, had the best of him. To his 
intimate friends he wrote charmingly indeed by 
fits, but often, at least in early days, in a manner 
not a little trying and tantalising. With these, his 
/Correspondence was apt to be a thing~ wholly of 
moods. * Sordid facts/ as he called them, were 
almost never mentioned : date and place one could 
never infer except from the postmark. He would 
exclaim over some predicament to the nature of 
which he gave no clue whatever, appeal for 
sympathy in circumstances impossible to conjec- 
ture ; or, starting in a key of vague poetry and 
sentiment, would wind up (in a manner character- 
istic also of his talk) with a rhapsody of hyperbol- 
ical slang. Or lie would dilate on some new phase 
of his many maladies #ith burlescue humour — 
with complaint never — but what had been the 
nature of the attack you were left to wonder and 
guess in vain. During the period of his Odyssey 
in the South Seas, from August 1888 untiPthe 
spring of 1 890, tliV remoteness and inaccessibility 
of the scenes he visited inevitably interrupted all 
correspondence for months together ; and when 
at long intervals a packet reached us, the facts and 
circumstances of his wanderings were to be gath- 
ered from the admirable letters of Mrs. Stevenson 
(who has this feminine accomplishment in per- 
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faction i rather than from his own.'* Rut when later 
in the last-mentioned year, i&JjO, he and his family 
were settled on their newly bought property on 
the mountain behind Apia- to which he gave the 
name oi Vailima (five riv ers), he for the first time, 
to my infinite gratification, took to writing me 
long and regular monthly budgets as full and 
particular as heart could wish ; and this practice 
he maintained until within a few weeks of his 
death. 

It is these journal-letters from Samoa, covering 
with a few intervals the period from November 
j 8 go to October 1894, that are printed by them- 
selves in til’d* present volume. They occupy a 
place, as has been indicated, quite apart in his 
correspondence, and in any general selection from 
his letters would fill a quite disproportionate space. 
Begun without a thought of publicity, and simply 
to maintain our intimacy undiminished, so far as 
might be, by separatioif, they assumed in the 
course of two or three years a bulk so consider- 
able, and contained so much of the matter of 
his daily life and thoughts, that it by-and-by 
occurred to him, as may be read on pag e 2QO, 
that 4 sqmc kind of a book ’ might be extracted 
out of them after his death. It is this passage 
which has given me my warrant for their publica- 
tion, and at the same time has imposed on me no 
very easy editorial task. In a correspondence so 
unreserved, the duty of suppression and selection 
must needs be delicate. Belonging to the race of 
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Scott and Dumas, of the r o man ti^nan^Jtar^^Ltid 
creators, Stevenson belonged no less to that of 
Montaigne and the literary egotists. The word 
seems out of place, since of egotism in the sense 
of vanity or selfishness he was of all men the most 
devoid ; but he was nevertheless a watchful and 
ever interested observer of the motions of his own 
mind. He saw himself, as he saw everything else, 
(to borrow the words of Mr. Andrew Lang) with 
the lucidity of genius, and loved to put himself on 
terms of confidence with his readers ; but of 
confidence kept always within fit limits, and 
permitting no un due intrusion^ into his private^ 
affanrs_and feelings. To maintain thv’ same limits 
in the editing of an intimate correspondence after 
his death would have been impossible. I have 
tried to do my best under the circumstances; to 
suffer no feelings to be hurt that could be spared, 
and only to lift the veil of family life so far as 
under the conditions wks unavoidable. Neither 
would it have been possible from such a corre- 
spondence to expunge the record of those triviali- 
ties which make up the chief part of life, even in 
s urroundings so roman tic, and oin usual_as Steven- 
son in these years had chosen for himself. It 
belonged to the personal charm of the man that 
nothing ever seemed commonplace or insignificant 
in his company ; but in correspondence this charm 
must needs to some extent evaporate. 

'Such as they remain, then, these letters will be 
found a varied record, perfectly frank and familiar, 
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of he writer’s every-day moods* _ thoughts, and 
doi ng s during his Samoan exile:. They tell, with 
the zest and of ten in the language of a man who 
rem ained to the last a *x>yjn spirit, of the pleasures 
aiid troubles of a planter founding his home in 
the virgin soil_pf_atropical island ; the pleasures 
of aiTTnvalid beginning after many years to 
resume habits of outdoor life and exercise ; the 
tods and satisfactions, failures and successes, of 
a creative artist whose invention was as fertile 
as hi.s standards were high and his industry 
unflinching",, These divers characters have pro- 
bably never been so united in any man before. 
Something also they tell of the inward move- 
ments and affections of one of the V raves t and 
tenderest of human hearts. One part of his life, 
it should be said, which his other letters will fully 
reveal, finds little expression in these, namely the 
relations of cordial and ungrudging kindness in ; 
which _he_&to„od towards the younger generation) 
writers at home, including many personally un- 
known to him. Neither do ordinary impressions 
of travel — impressions of the beau t ics of the tropics 
and the .captivating strangeness of the island peopje 
and their ways — fill much space in them. These 
things were no longer new to the writer when the 
correspondence began ; they had been part of the 
clement of his life since the day, near two years 
before, when his yacht first anchored in the Bay 
of N ukahiv a, and his soul, to quote his own words," 
‘went down with these moorings whence no wind- 

b 
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lass may extract nor any diver fish it up ; and I, 

and some part of my ship's company, were from 

that hour the bondslaves of. the isles of Vivien.' 

'« — . 

In their stead we find, what to some readers may 
be hardly so welcome, the obser vat i o nsofar-el o se 
jstudent of native life, history, and manners, and 
'some of the perplexities and pre-occupations of an 
island politician. 5 

The political allusions are seldom in the form 
of direct statement or narrative. To understand 
them, the reader must bear in mind a few main 
facts, which I shall state as briefly and plainly as 
possible. At the date when^ Stevenson settled^ 
>rn _§3impa, the government of the island had 
lately been settled between the three powers 
interested, namely Germany, England, and the 
United States, at the contention of Berlin. Under 
this convention, Malietoa Laupcpa, who had previ- 
ously been deposed and deported by the(Tjermahs; 
in favour of a nominee o! their own, was reinstated 
as king, to the exclusion of his kinsman, tfee 
powerful and popular ]\Iataafa, whose titles might 
be held equally good and whose abilities were 
certainly greater, but who was specially obnoxious 
to the Germans owing to his resistance to them 
during the troubles of the previous years. For 
a time the two kinsmen, Laupepa and Mataafa, 
lived on amicable terms, but presently differences 
arose between them. Mataafa had expected to 
occupy a position of influence in the govern- 
ment : finding himself ignored, he withdrew to a 
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camp a fcw miles outside the town of Apia, where 
he lived in sem ; -royal state as a kind of passive 
rebel or rival to the recognised king. In the 
meantime, iti the coin *e of the year 1891, the 
two white officials appointed unuer the Berlin 
Convention, namely the Chief Justice, a Swedish 
gentleman named Cedarkrant?, and the President 
of the Council, Baron Senfft von Pilsach, had 
come out to the islands and entered on their 
duties. In Stevenson’s judgment these gentle- 
men proved quite unequal to their task, an 
opinion which before long came to be shared 
# and acted on by the foreign offices of the 
three powers under whom they were appointed. 
Stevenson was no abstracted student 01; dreamer; 
the human interests and the human duties lying 
immediately about him were ever the first in his 
eyes : and petty and remote as these island con- 
cerns may appear to us, they were for him near and 
urgent. A man of his eager nature and persua- 
sive powers must naturally acquire influence In 
any' community in which he may be thrown, and 
among the natives in especial, by kindness, justice, 
and a sympathetic understanding of their Ways 
and character, he soon came to enjoy a singular 
degree of authority. His unauthorised interven- 
tion in public matters may have been of a nature 
disconcerting to the official mind, but his pur- 
poses were at all times those of a peacemaker. 
The steady aim of his efforts was to bring about 
the withdrawal of the two discredited white 
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officials (against whom, it will be seen, he had 
no personal animus whatever) and to procure a 
reconcili ation between Laupepa and Mataafa, so 
that the latter might exercise the share in the 
government due to his character, titles, and follow- 
ing. The first part of this policy commended 
itself after a time to the three powers and their 
agents, and was carried out ; the second not ; and 
his friend Mataafa was by-and-by attacked by the 
forces of Laupepa, beaten, and sent into exile. 

Tn reading the following pages it must be borne 
in mind that Mulinuu and Malie. the pla cei^respec- 
tively of Laupepa’s and Mata^fa’s residence, are 
also used to signify their respective parties and 
followings. The reader will have no difficulty in 
identifying the various personages composing the 
family group whose names occur constantly in 
the correspondence, namely the writer’s mother, 
his wife (‘ Fanny his stepson, Mr. Lloyd 
Osboilrnc (‘ Lloyd ’), his step-daughter and aman u- 
ensi s. Mrs. Strong (‘ Belle *), and her young son 
(* Austin ’). Explanation of any other matters 
seeming to require it is added in the footnotes. 

S. C. 


Aitgusl 1895 . 



I 

In tht Mountain, Apia, Samoa, 

Monday , Novembei 2nd , 1890. 

My dear Colvin, — This is a hard and in- 1890 
teresting and beautiful life that we lead now* No 
Our place is in a deep cleft ofVaea Mountain, 
some six hundred feet above the sea, embowered 
hi forest, which is our strangling enemy, and which 
we combat with axes and dollars. I went crazy 
over outdoor work, and had at last to confine my- 
self to the house, or literature must have gone by 
the board. Nothing is so interesting as weeding, 
clearing, and path-making ; the oversight of 
labourers becomes a disease ; it is quite an effort 
not to drop into the farmer ; and it does make 
yoti feel so well. To come down covered with 
mud and drenched with sweat and rain after some 
hours in the bush, change, rub down, and take a 
chair in the verandah, is to taste a quiet conscience. 

And the strange thing that I mark is this : If I go 
out and make sixpence, bossing my labourers and 
plying the cutlass or the spade, idiot conscience 
applauds me ; if I sit in the house and make 
twenty pounds, idiot conscience wails over my 

S leet and the day wasted. For near a fortnight 
id not go beyond the verandah ; then I found 
A 



2 


VAILIM A LETTERS 


1890 my rush of work run out, and went down for the 

Nov * night to Apia ; put in Sunday afternoon with our 

consul, ‘ a nice young man;’ dined with my friend 
II. J. Moors in the evening, went to church — no less 
— at the white and half-white church — I had never 
been before, and was much interested ; the woman 
I sat next looked a full- blood native, and it was in 
the prettiest and readiest English that she sang 
the hymns ; back to Moors’, where we yarned of 
the islands, being both wide wanderers, till bed- 
time ; bed, sleep, breakfast, horse saddled ; round 
to the mission, to get Mr. Clarke to be my inter- 
preter ; over with him to the King’s, whom I have 
not called on since my return ; received by that 
mild old gentleman ; have some interesting talk 
with him about Samoan .superstitions and my land 
— the scene of a great battle in his (Malietoa 
Laupepa’s) youth — the place which we have 
cleared the platform of Jiis fort — the gulley of the 
stream full of dead bodiesr— the hght rolled off up 
Vaea mountain-side ; back with Clarke to tne 
Mission ; had a bit of lunch and consulted over a 
queer point of missionary policy just arisen, about 
our new Town Hall and the balls there — too long 
to go into, but a quaint example of the intricate 
questions which spring up daily in the missionary 
path. 1 

1 ‘ In the missionary work which is being done among the 
Samoans, Mr. Stevenson was especially interested. He was an 
observant, shrewd, yet ever generous critic of all our religious and 
educational organisations. His knowledge of native character and 
life enabled him to understand missionary difficulties, while his 
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h TJ>$n yff up the hill ; Jack very fresh, the sun 1890 
|close on noon) staring hot, the breeze very strong Nov * 
and pleasant; the ineffable green country all 
round — gorgeous littl bird'i (I think they are 
humming birds, but they say not) skirmishing in 
the wayside flowers. About a quarter way up I 
met a native coming down with the trunk of a 
cocoa palm across his shoulder ; his b»*own breast 
glittering with sweat and oil : * Talofa ' — ‘ Talofa, 
alii— You see that white man ? He speak tor you/ 

4 White man he gone up here?’ — ‘Ioe (Yes)’ — ‘Tola, 
alii ’ — ‘Tofa, soifua ! ’ I put on Jack up the steep 
£>ath, till he is all* as white as shaving stick — 
Brown’s euxesis, wish I had some — past Tanu- 
gamanono, a bush village — see into tin. houses as 
I pass — they are open sheds scattered on a green 
— see the brown folk sitting there, suckling kids, 
sleeping on their stiff wooden pillows — then on 
through the wood path— and here I find the 
mysterious white maq (poor devil !) with his 
tvfenty years’ certificate of good behaviour as a 
book-keeper, frozen out by the strikes in the 
colonies, come up here on a chance, no work to 
be found, big hotel bill, no ship to leave in — and 
come up to beg twenty dollars because he heard I 

genial contact with all sorts and conditions of men made him keen 
to detect deficiencies in men and methods, and apt in useful sug- 
gestion.* The above is the testimony of the Mr. Clarke here 
mentioned (Rev. W. E. Clarke of the London Missionary Society). 

This gentleman was from the first one of the most valued friends 
of Mr. Stevenson and his family in Samoa, and, when the end 
came, read the funeral service beside his grave on Mount Vaea. 
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1890 was a Scotchman, offering to leave his portmanteau 
Nov in pledge Settle this, and on again ; and here my 
house comes in view, and a war whoop fetches my 
wife and Henry (or Simel£), our Samoan boy, on 
the front balcony ; and I am home again, and only 
sorry that I shall have to go down again to Apia 
this day week. I could, and would, dwell here un- 
moved, but there are things to be attended to. 

Never say I don't give you details and news. 
That is a picture of a letter. 

I have been hard at work since I came ; three 
chapters of The Wrecker , and since that, eight of 
the South Sea book, and, along and about and. 
in between, a hatful of verses. Some day I'll 
send the verse to you, and you'll say if any of 
it is any good. I have got in a better vein with 
the South Sea book, as* I think you will see ; I 
think these chapters will do for the volume 
without much change. ^Those that I did in the 
Janet Nicoll , under the most ungodly circum- 
stances, I fear will want a lot of suppling ai$d 
lightening, but I hope to have your remarks in 
a month or two upon that point It seems a 
long while since I have heard from you. I do 
hope you are well. I am wonderful, but tired 
from so much work ; 'tis really immense what I 
have done ; in the South Sea book I have fifty 
pages copied fair, some of which has been four 
times, and all twice written ; certainly fifty pages 
of solid scriving inside a fortnight, but I was at 
it by seven a.m. till lunch, and from two till four 
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01 five every day ; between whiles, verse and 
blowing on the flageolet ; never outside. If you 
could see this place! but I don't want any one 
to see it till rr?y clearing i« done, and my house 
built. It will be a home for angels. 

So far I wrote after my bit of dinner, some 
cold meat and bananas, on arrival. Then out 
to see where Henry and some of the men were 
clearing the garden ; for it was pla ; n there was 
to be no work to-day indoors, and I must set in 
consequence to farmering. I stuck a good while 
on the way up, for the path there is largely my 
.own handiwork, and there were a lot of sprouts 
and saplings and stones to be removed. Then 
I reached our clearing just where i.i*e streams 
join in one ; it had a fine autumn smell of 
burning, the smoke blew in the woods, and the 
boys were pretty merry and busy. Now I had 
a private design : — 


• V 


1 

/v~ 

/A* 

I 0 

II 

- 

* Point referred t 


... Paths, 
z Our boundary. 



a. Garden, 
i. Present house. 

c. Banana patch. 

d. Waterfall. 

e. Large waterfall into deep 

gorge, whore the heat 
of the fight was. 


1890 

Nov. 
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1890 The Vaita'e I had explored pretty far up ; not 
Nov - yet the other stream, the Vaituliga (g=nasal n, 
as ng in sing) ; and up that, with my wood knife, 
I set off alone. It is here quite dry ; it went 
through endless woods ; about as broad as a 
Devonshire lane, here and there crossed by fallen 
trees ; huge trees overhead in the sun, dripping 
lianas and tufted with orchids, tree ferns, ferns 
depending with air roots from the steep banks, 
great arums — I had not skill enough to say if 
any of them were the edible kind, one of our 
staples here! — hundreds of bananas — another 
staple — and alas ! I had skill enough to kno\y 
all of these for the bad kind that bears no fruit. 
My Henry moralised over this the other day ; 
how hard it was that the bad banana flourished 
wild, and the good must be weeded and tended ; 
and I had not the heart to tell him how fortunate 
they were here, and how hungry were other 
lands by comparison. The ascent of this lovely 
lane of my dry stream filled me with delight. 
I could not but be reminded of old Mayne Reid, 
as I have been more than once since I came to 
the tropics ; and I thought, if Reid had been 
still living, I would have written to tell him 
that, for me, it had come true\ and I thought, 
forbye, that, if the great powers go on as they 
are going, and the Chief Justice delays, it would 
come truer still ; and the war-conch will sound 
in the hills, and my home will be inclosed in 
camps, before the year is ended. And all at 
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cnee — mark you, how Mayne keid is or the 1890 
spot — a strange thing happened I saw a liana No • 
stretch acres? the bed of the brook about breast- 
high, swung i»p my ^nife to sever it, and — behold, 
it was a wire ! On either hand it plunged into 
thick bush ; to-morrow I shill see where it goes 
and get a guess perhaps o r what it means. To da> 

I know no more than — there it is. A little higher 
the brook began to trickle, then to fill. At last, 
as I meant to do some work upon the homeward 
trail, it was time to turn. I did not return by the 
stream ; knife in hand, as long as rny endurance 
9 lasted, I was to cu^ a path in the congested bush. 

At first it went ill with me ; I got badly stung 
as high as the elbows by the stinging plant ; I was 
nearly hung in a tough liana- a rotten trunk 
giving way under my feet ; it was deplorable bad 
business. And an axe — if I dared swing one — 
would have been more to the purpose than my 
cutlass. Of a sudden things began to go strangely 
easier ; I found sturnfxs, bushing out again ; my 
body began to wonder, then my mind ; I raised 
my eyes and looked ahead ; and, by George, 1 was 
no longer pioneering, I had struck an old track 
overgrown, and was restoring an old path. So I 
laboured till I was in such a state that Carolina 
Wilhelmina Skeggs couM scarce have found a 
name for it Thereon desisted ; returned to the 
stream ; made my way down that stony track to 
the garden, where the smoke was still hanging and 
the sun was still in the high tree-tops, and so 
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1890 home. Here, fondly supposing my long day wfcs 

N°v. over, I rubbed down ; exquisite agony ; water 
spreads the poison of these weeds ; I got it all 
over my hands, on my chest, in my eyes, and 
presently, while eating an orange, d la Raratonga, 
burned my lip and eye with orange juice. Now, 
all day, our three small pigs had been adrift, to the 
mortal peril of our corn, lettuce, onions, etc., and 
as I stood smarting on the back verandah, behold 
the three piglings issuing from the wood just 
opposite. Instantly I got together as many boys 
as I could — three, and got the pigs penned against 
thevampart of the sty, till the others joined; where-, 
upon we formed a cordon, closed, captured the 
deserters, and dropped them, squeaking amain, 
into their strengthened barracks where, please 
God, they may now stay ! 

Perhaps you may suppose the day now over; 
you are not the head of a plantation, my juvenile 
friend. Politics succeeded : Henry got adrift in 
his English, Bene was too cowardly to tell me 
what he was after : result, I have lost seven good 
labourers, and had to sit down and write to you 
to keep my temper. Let me sketch my lads.— 
Henry— Henry has gone down to town or I could 
not be writing to you — this were the hour of his 
English lesson else, when he learns what he calls 
‘long explessions* or ‘your chiefs language’ for 
the matter of an hour and a half — Henry is a 
chiefling from Savaii ; I once loathed, I now like 
and — pending fresh discoveries— have a kind of 
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respect for Henry. He does good work for us ; 1890 

goes among the labourers, bossing and watching ; Nov * 
helps Fanny ; is civil,- kindly, thoughtful ; 0 si sic 
semper ! Bur will he b^ ‘his sometime self 
throughout the year * r Any way, he has deserved 
of us, and he must disappoint me sharply ere 1 
give him up. — Bene — or Peni — Ben, in plain 
English — is supposed to be rny ganger ; the Lord 
love him ! God made a truckling coward, there is 
his full history. He cannot tell me what he wants; 
he dares not tell me what is wrong ; he dares not 
transmit my orders or translate my censures. 

# And with all this, honest, sober, industrious, 
miserably smiling over the miserable issue of his 
own unmanliness. — Paul — a German — cook and 
steward — a glutton of work — a splendid fellow ; 
drawbacks, three : (1) no* cook ; (2) an inveterate 
bungler; a man with twentj* thumbs, continually 
falling in the dishes, throwing out the dinner, pre- 
serving the garbage ; ^3) a dr — , well, don’t let us 
say that — but we daren’t let him go to town, and 
he — poor, good soul — is afraid to be let go. — 
Lafaele (Raphael), a strong, dull, deprecatory man ; 
splendid with an axe, if watched ; the better for a 
rowing, when he calls me * Papa ' in the most 
wheedling tones ; desperately afraid of ghosts, so 
that he dare not walk alone up in the banana 
patch — see map. The rest are changing labourers ; 
and to-night, owing to the miserable cowardice 
of Peni, who did not venture to tell me what the 
men wanted — and which was no more than fair — 
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1890 all are gone — and my weeding in the article of 
being finished ! Pity the sorrows of a planter. 

I am, Sir, yours, and be jowned to you, The 
Planter, R. L. S. 


Tuesday , 3 rd. 

I begin to see the whole scheme of letter- 
writing ; you sit down every day and pour out an 
equable stream of twaddle. 

This morning all my fears were fled, and all 
the trouble had fallen to the lot of Peni himself, 
who deserved it ; my field was full of weeders ; 
and I am again able to justify the ways of God. 
All morning I worked at the South Seas, and 
finished the chapter I had stuck upon on Satur- 
day. Fanny, awfully *hove-to with rheumatics 
and injuries received upon the field of sport and 
glory, chasing pigs, w^as unable to go up and 
down stairs, so she sat u^on the back verandah, 
and my work was chequered by her cries. 4 Paul, 
you take a spade to do that — dig a hole first. 
If you do that, you ’ll cut your foot off! Here, you 
boy, what you do there? You no get work? 
You go find Simele ; he give you work. Peni, you 
tell this boy he go find Simel6 ; suppose Simel6 
no give him work, you tell him go ’way. I no 
want him here. That boy no good .’ — Peni (from 
the distance in reassuring tones), 1 All right, sir ! * — 
Fanny (after a long pause), 4 Peni, you tell that 
boy go find Simel($ ! I no want him stand here 
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all daj’. I no pay that boy. I see him all day* 1890 
He no do nothing.' — Luncheon, beef, soda-scones, Nov, 
fried bananas, pine-apple in claret, coffee. Try to 
write a poem ; no gc , Phv the flageolet. Then 
sneakingly oft* to farmering and pioneering. Four 
gangs at work on our place ; a lively scene ; axes 
crashing and smoke blowing; all the knives are 
out. But I rob the garden party of one without a 
stock, and you should see my hand — cut to ribbons. 

Now I want to do my path up the Vaituliga 
single-handed, and I want it to burst on the 
public complete. Hence, with devilish ingenuity, 

I begin it at different places ; so that if you 
stumble on one section, you rnay not even then 
suspect the fulness of my labours, accordingly, 

I started in a new place, below the wire, and hop- 
ing to work up to it. It Vas perhaps lucky I had 
so bad a cutlass, and my smarting hand bid me 
stay before I had got up to the wire, but just in 
season, so that I was only the better of my activity, 
n®t dead beat as yesterday. 

A strange business it was, and infinitely soli- 
tary ; away above, the sun was in the high tree- 
tops ; the lianas nooced and sought to hang me ; 
the saplings struggled, and came up with that 
sob of death that one gets to know so well ; great, 
soft, sappy trees fell at a lick of the cutlass, little 
tough switches laughed at and dared my best 
endeavour. Soon, toiling down in that pit of 
verdure, I heard blows on the far side, and then 
laughter. I confess a chill settled on my heart. 
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1890 Being so dead alone, in a place where by rights 
Nov. none should be beyond me, I was aware, upon 
interrogation, if those blows had drawn nearer, I 
should (of course quite unaffectedly) have executed 
a strategic movement to the rear ; and only the 
other day I was lamenting my insensibility to 
superstition ! Am I beginning to be sucked in ? 
Shall I become a midnight twitterer like my 
neighbours ? At times I thought the blows were 
echoes ; at times I thought the laughter was from 
birds. For our birds are strangely human in their 
calls. Vaea mountain about sundown sometimes 
rings with shrill cries, like the hails of merry, 
scattered children. As a matter of fact, I believe 
stealthy wood-cutters from Tanugamanono were 
above me in the wood and answerable for the 
blows ; as for the laughter, a woman and two 
children had come and asked Fanny's leave to go 
up shrimp-fishing in the burn ; beyond doubt, it 
was these I heard. Just at the right time I 
returned ; to wash down, change, and begin this 
snatch of letter before dinner was ready, and to 
finish it afterwards, before Henry has yet put in 
an appearance for his lesson in ‘long exples- 
sions/ 

Dinner : stewed beef and potatoes, baked 
bananas, new loaf-bread hot from the oven, pine- 
apple in claret. These are great days ; we have 
been low in the past ; but now are we as belly- 
gods, enjoying all things. 



VAILIMA LETTERS 


13 


1890 

Wednesday . {Hi sJ. Vailimt resumed. ) Nov. 

A gorgeous evening of after -glow in the great 
tree-tops and behind mountain, and full moon 
over the lowlands and the sea, inaugurated a night 
of horrid cold. To you effete denizens of the 
so-called temperate zone, it had seemed nothing ; 
neither of us could sleep; we were up seeking 
extra coverings, I know not at what hour — it was 
as bright as day. The moon right over Vaea — 
near due west, the birds strangely silent, and the 
wood of the house tingling with cold ; I believe it 
must have been 60 6 ! Consequence ; Fanny has 
a headache and is wretched, and I could do no 
work. (I am trying all round for a pla^e to hold 
my pen ; you will hear why later on ; this to ex- 
plain penmanship.) I wrote two pages, very bad, 
no movement, no life or interest ; then I wrote a 
business letter ; then toyk to tootling on the 
flageolet, till glory shotjd call me farmering. 

< took up at the fit time Lafaelc and Mauga — 
Mauga, accent on the first, is a mountain, I don’t 
know what Mauga means — mind what I told you 
of the value of g — to the garden, and set them 
digging, then turned my attention to the path. I 
could not go into my bush path for two reasons : 

1st, sore hands ; 2nd, had on my trousers and good 
shoes. Lucky it was. Right in the wild lime 
hedge which cuts athwart us just homeward of 
the garden, I found a great bed of kuikui — 
sensitive plant — our deadliest enemy. A fool 
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1890 brought it to this island in a pot, and used to 

Nov * lecture and sentimentalise over the tender thing. 
The tender thing has now taken charge of this 
island, and men fight it, with torn hands, for 
bread and life. A singular, insidious thing, 
shrinking and biting like a weasel ; clutching by 
its roots as a limpet clutches to a rock. As I 
fought him, I bettered some verses in my poem, 
the Woodman 1 ; the only thought I gave to letters. 
Though the kuikui was thick, there was but a 
small patch of it, and when I was done I attacked 
the wild lime, and had a hand-to-hand skirmish 
with Its spines and elastic suckers. All this time, 
close by, in the cleared space of the garden, 
Lafaele and Maug& were digging. Suddenly 
quoth Lafaele, * Somebody he sing out/ — ‘ Some- 
body he sing out ? All right. I go/ And I 
went and found they had been whistling and 
‘ singing out ’ for long, but the fold of the hill and 
the uncleared bush shuts in the garden so that no 
one heard, and I was late for dinner, and Fanny’s 
headache was cross ; and when the meal was over, 
we had to cut up a pineapple which was going bad, 
to make jelly of ; and the next time you have a 
handful of broken blood-blisters, apply pine-apple 
juice, and you will give me news of it, and I 
request a specimen of your hand of write five 
minutes after — the historic moment when I 
tackled this history. My day so far. 

Fanny was to have rested. Blessed Paul began 

1 Published in the New Review , January 1895. 
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making a duck-house ; she let him be ; the duck- 
house fell down, and she had to set her hand to it 
He was then tc make a drinking-place for the 
pigs ; she let him be cgain— be made a stair by 
which the pigs will probably escape this evening, 
and she was nea. weeping. In. possible to blame 
the indefatigable fellow ; energy is too rare and 
goodwill too noble a thing tc discoui age; but it's 
trying when she wants a rest. Then she had to 
cook the dinner ; then, of course — like a fool and 
a woman — must wait dinner for me, and make a 
flurry of herself. Her day so far. Cetera adhuc 
desunt. 


Fria ry - - 1 think . 

I have been too tired tp add to this chronicle, 
which will at any rate give you some guess of our 
employment. All goes well ; the kuikui — (think 
of this mispronunciation Jiaving actually infected 
me to the extent of misspelling ! tuitui is the 
wflrd by rights) — the tuitui is all out of the 
paddock — a fenced park between the bouse and 
boundary ; Penis men start to-day on the road ; 
the garden is part burned, part dug; and Henry, 
at the head of a troop of underpaid assistants, is 
hard at work clearing. The part clearing you 
will see from the map ; from the house run down 
to the stream side, up the stream nearly as high as 
the garden ; then back to the star which I have 
just added to the map. 

My long, silent contests in the forest have had a 


1890 

Nov. 
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1890 strange effect on me. The unconcealed vitality of 
Nov * these vegetables, their exuberant number and 
strength, the attempts — I can use no other word 
— of lianas to enwrap and capture the intruder, the 
awful silence, the knowledge that all my efforts 
are only like the performance of an actor, the 
thing of a moment, and the wood will silently and 
swiftly heal them up with fresh effervescence ; the 
cunning sense of the tuitui, suffering itself to be 
touched with wind-swayed grasses and not mind- 
ing — but let the grass be moved by a man, and it 
shuts up ; the whole silent battle, murder, and 
slow death of the contending forest ; weigh upon* 
the imagination. My poem the Woodman stands; 
but I have taken refuge in a new story, which just 
shot through me like ^a bullet in one of my 
moments of awe, alone in that tragic jungle : — 

The High Woods of Ulufanua } 

1. A South Sea Bridal. 

2. Under the Ikn. 

3. Savao and Faavao. 

4. Cries in the High Wood. 

5. Rumour full of Tongues. 

6. The Hour of Peril. 

7. The Day of Vengeance. 

It is very strange, very extravagant, I daresay ; 
but it’s varied, and picturesque, and has a pretty 
love affair, and ends well. Ulufanua is a lovely 

1 Afterwards changed into The Beach of Falesd (see below, 
Letters vui. x. xu). 
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Sarroan word, ulu= grove ; fanua eland ; grov*> 
land — ‘the tops of the high trees. Savao, "sacred 
to the wood/ and Faavao, ‘wood-w?ys/ are the 
names of two of the characters, Ulufanua the 
name of the supposed island. 

I am very tired, and rest off tc-day from all but 
letters. Fanny is quite done up ; she could not 
sleep last night, something it seemed like asthma 
— I trust not I suppose JLloyd will be about, so 
you can give him the benefit of this long scrawl. 1 
Never say that I cant write a letter, say that I 
don't — Yours ever, my dearest fellow, 

R. L. S. 

Later < Friday. 

The guid wife had bread to bake, and she 
baked it in a pan, O ! Btit between whiles she 
was down with me weeding sensitive in the pad- 
dock. The men have but now passed over it ; I 
was round in that very place to see the weeding 
was # done thoroughly, and already the reptile 
springs behind our heels. Tuitui is a truly 
strange beast, and gives food for thought I am 
nearly sure — I cannot yet be quite, I mean to 
experiment, when I am less on the hot chase of 
the beast — that, even at the instant he shrivels up 
his leaves, he strikes his prickles downward so as 
to catch the uprooting finger ; instinctive, say the 
gabies; but so is man's impulse to strike out. 

1 Mr. Lloyd Osbourne was at this time absent from his family 
on a visit to England. 


1890 

Nov. 


B 
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1890 One thing that takes and holds me is to see the 
Nov - strange variation in the propagation of alarm 
among these rooted beasts ; at times it spreads to 
a radius (I speak by the guess of the eye) of five 
or six inches; at times only one individual plant 
appears frightened at a time. We tried how long 
it took one to recover ; 'tis a sanguine creature ; 
it is all abroad again before (I guess again) two 
minutes. It is odd how difficult in this world it is 
to be armed. The double armour of this plant 
betrays it. In a thick tuft, where the leaves 
disappear, I thrust in my hand, and the bite of the 
thorns betrays the topmost, stem. In the open 
again, and when I hesitate if it be clover, a touch 
on the leaves, and its fine sense and retractile 
action betrays its identity at once. Yet it has one 
gift incomparable. Rome had virtue and know- 
ledge ; Rome perished. The sensitive plant has 
indigestible seeds — so they say — and it will flourish 
for ever. I give my advice thus to a young plant 
— have a strong root, a*weak stem, and an indi- 
gestible seed ; so you will outlast the eternal city, 
and your progeny will clothe mountains, and the 
irascible planter will blaspheme in vain. The 
weak point of tuitui is that its stem is strong. 


Supplementary Page . 

Here beginneth the third lesson, which is not 
from the planter but from a less estimable 
character, the writer of books. 
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1 want you to understand about this South Sei 1890 
Book. 1 Tfte job is immense ; 1 stagger under Nov * 
material. I have seen the first big tarhe . It was 

necessary to see the smaller ones ; the letters 
were at my hand for the purpose, bat I was not 
going to lose th ; s experience ; and, instead of 
writing mere letters, have poured out a lot of 
stuff fo r the book. Mow this works ai d fits, time 
is to show. But I believe, in time, I shall get the 
whole thing in form. Now, up to date, that is all 
my design, and I beg to warn you till we have 
the whole (or much) of the stuff together, you can 
hardly judge — and k can hardly judge. Such a 
mass of stuff is to be handled, if possible without 
repetition — so much foreign matter to intro- 
duced — if possible with perspicuity — and, as much 
as can be, a spirit of narrative to be preserved. 

1 The South Seas : a Record of Thee Cruises', such was to be 
the title of the projected book, which was to narrate the experi- 
ences of the author and his fami|jr on their recent Pacific voyages, 
first m the yacht Casco , and afterwards in the tiaders Equator and 
Janet Nicoll. His friends looked forward to it with the hope 
that it would surpass his early books of travels by all the differ- 
ence between the beauty and strangeness of the tropic islands 
and the homeliness of the banks of Sambre and Oise or the desola- 
tion of the Cevennes. But the material, perhapj from its too 
great richness and novelty, perhaps from the author’s desire to 
impart solid information instead of mere impressions, proved in- 
tractable in his hands ; and the work never got beyond a number 
of chapters in the form of letters, written with much less than his 
usual felicity, which were published in full in the New York Sun 
and, in part only, in Black and White. See below for further 
reference to the labour which this undertaking cost him and to 
his disappointment with the result. 
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i$9o You will find that come stronger as I proceed, 
***** and get the explanations worked through. Pro- 
blems of style are (as yet) dirt under my feet ; 
my problem is architectural, creative — to get this 
stuff jointed and moving. If I can do that, I will 
trouble you for style ; anybody might write it, 
and it would be splendid ; well-engineered, the 
masses right, the blooming thing travelling — twig? 

This I wanted you to understand, for lots of 
the stuff sent home is, I imagine, rot — and 
slovenly rot — and some of it pompous rot ; and 
I want you to understand it ’s a lay-in. 

Soon, if the tide ot poeshie continues, I 'll seijd 
you a whole lot to damn. You never said thank- 
you for the handsome tribute addressed to you 
from Apemama 1 ; such is the gratitude of the 
world to the God-senf poick. Well, well : — ‘Vex 
not thou the poick’s mind, With thy coriaceous 
ingratitude, The P. will be to your faults more 
than a little blind, And yours is a far from 
handsome attitude.' Having thus dropped#into 
poetry in a spirit of friendship, I have the honour 
to subscribe myself, Sir, 

Your obedient humble servant, 

Silas Wegg. 

1 The lines beginning * I heard the pulse of the besieging se.j,* 
printed Longman's Magazine, January 1895. 
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I suppose by this you will have seen the lad — 
and his feet will have been in the Monument — and 
his eyes beheld the face of George. 1 Well i 
There is much eloquence in a well ! 

I am, Sir 
Yours 

The Epigrammatist 


ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 



FINIS — EXPLICIT 


1 *The Monument’ was his name for my house at the British 
Musqpm, and George is my old faithful servant, George Went ; 
born 1819, died 1893. 


1890 

Nov* 



II 


Vailima , Tuesday , November 2 $t% } 1890. 

1890 My dear Colvin, — I wanted to go out bright 

Nov. and early to go on with my survey. You never 
heard of that. The world has turned, and much 
water run under bridges, since I stopped my diary. 
I have written six more chapters of the book, all 
good I potently believe, and given up, as a decep- 
tion of the devil’s, the High Woods. I have been 
once down to Apia, to a huge native feast at 
Seumanutafa’s, the chfief of Apia. There was a 
vast mass of food, crowds of people, the police 
charging among them with whips, the whole in 
high good humour on* both sides ; infinite noise ; 
and a historic event — Ml. Clarke, the missionary, 
and his wife, assisted at a native dance. On my 
return from this function, I found w^ork had 
stopped ; no more South Seas in my belly. Well, 
Henry had cleared a great deal of our bush on a 
contract, and it ought to be measured. I set 
myself to the task with a tape-line ; it seemed a 
dreary business ; then I borrowed a prismatic 
compass, and tackled the task afresh. I have 
no books ; I had not touched an instrument nor 
given a thought to the business since the year 
22 
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of grace 1&71 ; you can imagine with what interest 1890 
I sat down yesterday afternoon to reduce my Nov * 
observations ; five triangles I had taken ; all five 
came right, to my ineffable joy. Ovr dinner — the 
lowest we have ever been — consisted of one avocado 
pear between Fanny and me, a ship’s biscuit for 
the guidman, white bread for the Mi-sis, and red 
wine for the twa. No ^alt horse, even, in all 
Vailima ! After dinner Henry came, and I began 
to teach him decimals ; you wouldn’t think I knew 
them myself after so long desuetude ! 

I could not but wonder how Henry stands his 
avenings here ; the* Polynesian loves gaiety — I 
feed him with decimals, the mariner’s ^ompass, 
derivations, grammar, and the like ; delecting 
myself, after the manner of my race, moult triste- 
rnent. I suck my paws ; I live for my dexterities 
and by my accomplishments ; even my clumsi- 
nesses are my joy — my \^oodcuts, my stumbling 
on the pipe, this surveying even — and even weed- 
ing*sensitive ; anything to do with the mind, with 
the eye, with the hand — with a part of me; diver- 
sion flows in these ways for the dreary man. But 
gaiety is what these children want ; to sit in a 
crowd, tell stories and pass jests, to hear one another 
laugh and scamper with the girls. It ’s good fun, 
too, I believe, but not for R. L. S., cetat. 40. 

Which I am now past forty, Custodian, and not 
one penny the worse that I can see; as amusable 
as ever ; to be on board ship is reward enough 
for me; give me the wages of going on — in a 
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schooner 1 Only, if ever I were gay, which I 
Nov ' misreraember, I am gay no more. And here is 
poor Henry passing his evenings on my intellectual 
husk 3 , which the professors masticated ; keeping 
the accounts of the estate — all wrong I have no 
doubt — I keep no check, beyond a very rough 
one; marching in with a cloudy brow, and the 
day-book under his arm ; tackling decimals, 
coming with cases of conscience — how would an 
English chief behave in such a case ? etc. ; and, 
I am bound to say, on any glimmer of a jest, 
lapsing into native hilarity as a tree straightens 
itself after the wind is by. • The other night i 
remembered my old friend — I believe yours also 
— Scholastikos, and administered the crow and 
the anchor — they were t quite fresh to Samoan ears 
(this implies a very early severance) — and I 
thought the anchor would have made away with 
my Simel& altogether. # 

Fanny's time, in this interval, has been largely 
occupied in contending publicly with wild swfne. 
We have a black sow ; we caliber Jack Sheppard ; 
impossible to confine her — impossible also for her 
to be confined ! To my sure knowledge she has 
been in an interesting condition for longer than 
any other sow in story ; else she had long died 
the death ; as soon as she is brought to bed, she 
shall count her days. I suppose that sow has 
cost us in days' labour from thirty to fifty dollars ; 
as many as eight boys (at a dollar a day) have 
been twelve hours in chase of her. Now it is 
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supposed that Fanny has outwitted hei ; she grins 1890 
behind broad .planks in what was once the cook- NoV# 
house. She is a v'ild pig ; far handsomer than 
any tame ; and when she found the cook-house 
was too much for her methods of evasion, she lay 
down on the floor and refused food and drink for 
a whole Sunday. On Monday mo-ning she re- 
lapsed, and now eats and drinks like a little man. 

I am reminded of an incident. Two Sundays 
ago, the sad word was brought that the sow was 
out again ; this time she had carried another in 
her flight. Moors and I and Fanny were stroll- 
ing up to the garden, and there by the waterside 
we saw the black sow, looking guilty. It seemed 
to me beyond words ; but Fanny’s cri du cxur 
was delicious : 1 G-r-r ! * she cried ; ‘ nobody loves 
you ! * 

I would I could tell you the moving story of 
our cart and cart-horses ; tjie latter are dapple-grey, 
about sixteen hands, ai\d of enormous substance ; 
thfc former was a kind of red and green shandry- 
dan with a driving bench ; plainly unfit to carry 
lumber or to face our read. (Remember that the 
last third of my road, about a mile, is all made 
out of a bridle-track by my boys — and my dollars.) 

It was supposed a white man had been found — 
an ex-German artilleryman — to drive this last; 
he proved incapable and drunken ; the gallant 
Henry, who had never driven before, and knew 
nothing about horses — except the rats and weeds 
that flourish on the islands — volunteered ; Moors 
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1890 accepted, proposing to follow and supervise : de- 
Nov * spatched his work and started after. No cart! 
he hurried on up the road — no cart. Transfer 
the scene to Vailima, where on a sudden to Fanny 
and me, the cart appears, apparently at a hard 
gallop, some two hours before it was expected ; 
Henry radiantly ruling chaos from the bench. 
It stopped : it was long before w r e had time to 
remark that the axle was twisted like the letter L* 
Our first care was the horses. There they stood, 
black with sweat, the sweat raining from them — 
literally raining — their heads down, their feet 
apart — and blood running thick from the nostrils# 
of the mare. We got out Fanny’s under-clothes 
— couldn’t find anything else but our blankets — 
to rub them down, andjn about half an hour we 
had the blessed satisfaction to see one after the 
other take a bite or two of grass. But it was a 
toucher; a little more ^nd these steeds would 
have been foundered. 


Monday , 31 st? November . 

Near a week elapsed, and no journal. On 
Monday afternoon, Moors rode up and I rode 
down with him, dined, and went over in the even- 
ing to the American Consulate ; present, Consul- 
General Sewall, Lieut. Parker and Mrs. Parker, 
Lafarge the American decorator, Adams an 
American historian ; we talked late, and it was 
arranged I was to write up for Fanny, and we 
should both dine on the morrow. 
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On the Friday, I was all forenoon in the 1890 
Mission House, lunched at the German Consulate, Ncv * 
went on board the Sperbcr (German war ship) in 
the afternoon, called on my lawyer on my way 
out to American Consulate, and talked till dinner 
time with Adams, whom I am supplying with 
introductions and information for Tahiti and the 
Marquesas. Fanny arrived a wreck, and had to 
lie down. The moon lose, one day past full, and 
we dined in the verandah, a good dinner on the 
whole ; talk with Lafarge about art and the lovely 
dreams of art students. 1 Remark by Adams, 

, which took me briskly home to the Monument — 

4 1 only liked one young woman — an.' that was 
Mrs. Procter.’ 2 Henry James would like that. 

Back by moonlight in the consulate boat — Fanny 
being too tired to walk — to Moors’s. Saturday, 

I left Fanny to rest, and was off early to the 
Mission, where the politics are thrilling just now. 

£ Mr. John Lafarge of New # York, one of the most original and 
refined of living artists, whose record of his holiday in the South 
Seas, in the shape of a series of water-colour sketches of the 
scenery and people (with a catalogue full of interesting notes and 
observations) has been one of the features of the Champ de Mars 
Salon this year, and will, it may be hoped, be exhibited in 
London by the time these pages are published. 

2 Mrs. B. W. Procter, the step-daughter of Basil Montagu and 
widow of Barry Cornwall. The death of this spirited veteran 
in 1888 snapped away one of the last links with the days and 
memories of Keats and Coleridge. A shrewd and not too indul- 
gent judge of character, she took R. L. S. into warm favour at 
first sight, and never spoke of or inquired after him but with 
unwonted tenderness. 
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1890 The native pastors (to every one’s surprise) have 

Nw. moved of themselves in the matter of the native 
dances, desiring the restrictions to be removed, or 
rather to be made dependent on the character of 
the dance. Clarke, who had feared censure and 
all kinds of trouble, is, of course, rejoicing greatly. 
A characteristic feature : the argument of the 
pastors was handed in in the form of a fictitious 
narrative of the voyage of one Mr. Pye, an 
English traveller, and his conversation with a 
chief ; there are touches of satire in this educa- 
tional romance. Mr. Pye, for instance, admits that 
he knov> s nothing about the Bible. At the Mission 
I was sought out by Henry in a devil of an agita- 
tion ; he has been made the victim of a forgery 
— a crime hitherto unknown in Samoa. I had 
to go to Folau, the chief judge here, in the matter. 
Folau had never heard of the offence, and begged 
to know what was the punishment ; there may be 
lively times in forgery ahead. It seems the sort 
of crime to tickle a Polynesian. After lunch-*- 
you can see what a busy three days I am describ- 
ing — we set off to ride home. My Jack was full 
of the devil of corn and too much grass, and no 
work. I had to ride ahead and leave Fanny 
behind. He is a most gallant little rascal is my 
Jack, and takes the whole way as hard as the rider 
pleases. Single incident : half way up, I find my 
boys upon the road and stop and talk with Henry 
in his character of ganger, as long as Jack will 
suffer me. Fanny drones in after; we make a 
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show of eating — or I do — she goes to bed about 1890 
half-past six ! I write some verses, read Irving’s Nov * 
Washington , and follow about half-past eight. O, 
one thing more I die, in a prophetic spirit. 1 
had made sure Fanny was not fit to be left alone, 
and wrote before turning in a letter to Chalmers, 
telling him I could not meet him in Auckland at 
this time. By eleven at night, Fanny got me 
wakened — she had tried f wice in vain — and I 
found her very bad. Thence till tnree, we 
laboured with mustard poultices, laudanum, soda 
and ginger — Heavens ! wasn’t it cold ; the land 
breeze was as cold as a river ; the moon was 
glorious in the paddock, and the great houghs and 
the black shadows of our trees were inconceivable. 

But it was a poor time. 

Sunday morning found*Fanny, of course, a com- 
plete wreck, and myself not very brilliant. Paul 
had to go to Vailele re cocoa-nuts ; it was doubt- 
ful if he could be back%y dinner ; never mind, 
said I, I ’ll take dinner when you return. Off set 
Paul. I did an hour’s work, and then tackled the 
house work. I did it beautiful : the house was a 
picture, it resplended of propriety. Presently Mr. 

Moors’ Andrew rode up ; I heard the doctor was 
at the Forest House and sent a note to him ; and 
when he came, I heard my wife telling him she 
had been in bed all day, and that was why the 
house was so dirty! Was it grateful? Was it 
politic? Was it TRUE? — Enough! In the 
interval, up marched little L. S., one of my 
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1890 neighbours, all in his Sunday white linens ; 

- Nov * made a fine salute, and demanded the key of the 
kitchen in German and English. And he cooked 
dinner for us, like a little man, and had it on the 
table and the coffee ready by the hour. Paul had 
arranged me this surprise. Some time later, Paul 
returned himself with a fresh surprise on hand ; he 
was almost sober; nothing but a hazy eye dis- 
tinguished him from Paul of the week days : vivat ! 

On the evening I cannot dwell. All the horses 
got out of the paddock, went across, and smashed 
my neighbour's garden into a big hole. How 
little the amateur conceives a farmer's troubles.^ 
I went out at once with a lantern, staked up a 
gap in the hedge, was kicked at. by a chestnut 
mare, who straightway took to the bush ; and came 
back. A little after, they had found another gap, 
and the crowd were all abroad again. What has 
happened to our own garden nobody yet knows. 

Fanny had a fair niglit, and we are both toler- 
able this morning, only the yoke of correspondence 
lies on me heavy. I beg you will let this go on 
to my mother. I got such a good start in your 
letter, that I kept on at it, and I have neither 
time nor energy for more. 

Yours ever, 

R. L. S. 

Something new, 

I was called from my letters by the voice of Mr. 
— , who had just come up with a load of wood, 
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roaring, ‘ Henry ! Henry ! Bring six hoys ! ' I 1890 
saw there was something wrong, and ran out. The Nov * 
cart, half unloaded, had upset with the mare in 
the shafts ; she was all cramped together and all 
tangled up in harness' and cargo, the off shaft 

pushing her over, Mr. holding her up by main 

strength, and right along-side of her — where she 
must fall if she went down- - a deadly stick of a 
tree like a lance. I could not but admire the 
wisdom and faith of this great brute ; I never saw 
the riding-horse that would not have lost its life 
in such a situation ; but the cart-elephant patiently 
# waited and was saved. It was a stirring three 
minutes, I can tell you. 

I forgot in talking of Saturday to tell of one in- 
cident which will particularly interest my mother. 

I met Dr. D. from Savaii, and had an age-long talk 
about Edinburgh folk ; it was very pleasant. He 
has been studying in Edinburgh, along with his 
son ; a pretty relation. He told me he knew 
nobody but college people : < I was altogether a 
student/ he said with glee. He seems full of 
cheerfulness and thick-set energy. I feel as if I 
could put him in a novel with effect ; and ten to 
one, if I know more of him, the image will be 
only blurred. 


Tuesday , Dec. 2nd. 

I should have told you yesterday that all my Dec. 
boys were got up for their work in moustaches 
and side-whiskers of some sort of blacking — I 
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i«y> suppose wood-ash. It was a sight of joy to see 
I)ec ' them return at night, axe on shoulder, feigning to 
march like soldiers, a choragus with a loud voice 
singing out, 1 March — step J March — step/' in 

imperfect recollection of some drill. 

Fanny seems much revived. 

R. L. S. 



m 

Monday , tw*nty-sometkingth of 
December , 1890I 

My DEAR COLVIN, — I do not say my Jack is 1890 
anything extraordinary ; he is only an island Dec- 
horse ; and the profane might call him a Punch ; 
and his face is like a donkey’s ; and natives have 
ridden him, and he has no mouth in consequence, 
and occasionally shies. But his merits are 
equally surprising ; and I # don’t think I should 
ever have known Jack’s merits if I had not been 
riding up of late on moonless nights. Jack is a 
bit of a dandy ; he loves to jnisbehave in a gallant 
manner, above all on Apig. Street, and when I stop 
to speak to people, they say (Dr. Stuebel the 
German consul said about three days ago), * O 
what a wild horse ! it cannot be safe to ride him/ 

Such a remark is Jack’s reward, and represents 
his ideal of fame. Now when I start out of Apia 
on a dark night, you should see my changed 
horse ; at a fast steady walk, with his head down, 
and sometimes his nose to the ground — when he 
wants to do that, he asks for his head with a little 
eloquent polite movement indescribable — heclimbs 
the long ascent and threads the darkest of the 
c 
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1890 

Dec. 


wood. The first night I came it was starry ; and 
it was singular to see the starlight drip down into 
the crypt of the wood, and shine in the open end 
of the road, as bright as moonlight at home ; but 
the crypt itself was proof, blackness lived in it. 
The next night it was raining. We left the lights 
of Apia and passed into limbo. Jack finds a way 
for himself, but he does not calculate for my 
height above the saddle ; and I am directed for- 


ward, all braced up for a crouch and holding my 
switch upright in front of me. It is curiously 
interesting. In the forest, the dead wood is phos- 
phorescent; some nights the tfhole ground is strewn 
with it, so that it seems like a grating over a pale 
hell ; doubtless this is one of the things that feed 
the night fears of the natives ; and I am free to 
confess that in a night of trackless darkness where 
all else is void, these pallid ignes suppositi have a 
fantastic appearance, .rather bogey even. One 
night, when it was very /lark, a man had put out 
a little lantern by the wayside to show the 
entrance to his ground. 1 saw the light, as I 
thought, far ahead, and supposed it was a pedes- 
trian coming to meet me ; I was quite taken by 
surprise when it struck in my iace and passed 
behind me. Jack saw it, and he was appalled • 
do you think he thought of shying? No, sir, not 
m the dark; in the dark Jack knows he is on 
duty; and he went past that lantern steady and 
swift ; only, as he went, he groaned and shuddered 
For about 2500 of jack’s steps we only pass 
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one house — that where the lantern was ; and about 1890 
1500 of these are in the darkness of the pit But Dec * 
now the moon i<? on f~p again, and the roads 
lighted, 

I have been exploring up the Vaituliga ; see 
your map. It comes down a wonderful fine glen ; 
at least 200 feet of cliffs on either hand, winding 



like a corkscrew, great forest trees filling it At 
the top there ought to be a fine double fall ; but 
the stream evades it by a fault and passes under- 
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1890 

Dec. 


ground. Above the fall it runs (at this season) 
full and very gaily in a shallow valley, some 
hundred yards before the head of the glen. Its 
course is seen full of grasses, like a flooded 
meadow ; that is the sink ! beyond the grave of 
the grasses, the bed lies dry. Near this upper 
part there is a great show of ruinous pig-walls ; a 
village must have stood near by. 

To walk from our house to Wreck Mill (when 
the path is buried in fallen trees) takes one about 
half an hour, I think ; to return, not more than 
twenty minutes ; I daresay fifteen. Hence I 
should guess it was three-qifarters of a mile. I 
had meant to join on my explanations passing 
eastward by the sink • but, Lord ! how it rains. 

{Later.) 


I went out this morning with a pocket compass 
and walked in a varying direction, perhaps on an 
average S. by W., 1754 paces. Then I struck 
into the bush, N.W. by N., hoping to strike the 
Vaituliga above the falls. Now l have it plotted 
out I see I should have gone W. or even W. by 
S. ; but it is not easy to guess. For 600 weary 
paces I struggled through the bush, and then 
came on the stream below the gorge, where it was 
comparatively easy to get down to it. In th~ 
place where I struck it, it made cascades about a 
little isle, and was running about N.E., 20 to 30 
feet wide, as deep as to my knee, and piercing 
cold. I tried to follow it down, and keep the run 
of its direction and my paces ; but when I was 
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wading to the knees and the waist in mad, poison 1890 
brush, and rotted wood, bound hand and foot in r>ec * 
lianas, shovelled unceremoniously off the one 
shore and driven to try my luck upon the other 
— I saw I should have hard enough work to get 
my body down, if my mind rested. It was a 
damnable walk ; certairly not half c mile as the 
crow flies, but a real buclreter for hardship. Once 
I had to pass the stream where it flowed between 
banks about three feet high. To get the easier 
down, I swung myself by a wild-cocoanut — (so 
called, it bears bunches of scarlet nutlets) — which 
grew upon the brink. As I so swung, I received 
a crack on the head that knocked me a*! abroad. 
Impossible to guess what tree had taken a shy at 
me. So many towered abpve, one over the other, 
and the missile, whatever it was, dropped in the 
stream and was gone before I had recovered my 
wits. (I scarce know wl^at I write, so hideous a 
Niagara of rain roars, ^houts, and demonizes on 
the iron roof — it is pitch dark too — the lamp lit 
at 5 !) It was a blessed thing when I struck my 
own road ; and I got home, neat for lunch time, 
one of the most wonderful mud statues ever 
witnessed. In the afternoon I tried again, going 
up the other path by the garden, but was early 
drowned out ; came home, plotted out what I had 
done, and then wrote this truck to you. 

Fanny has been quite ill with ear-ache. She 
won't go, 1 hating the sea at this wild season ; I 

1 On a projected expedition to Sydney. 
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1890 don’t like to leave her ; so it drones on, steamer 
after steamer, and I guess it ’ll end by no one 
going at all. She is in a dreadful misfortune at 
this hour ; a case of kerosene having burst in the 
kitchen. A little while ago it was the carpenter’s 
horse that trod in a nest of fourteen eggs, and 
made an omelette of our hopes. The farmer’s lot 
is not a happy one. And it looks like some real 
uncompromising bad weather too. I wish Fanny’s 
car were well. Think of parties in Monuments! 
think of me in Skerryvore, and now of this. It 
don’t look like a part of the same universe to me. 
Work is quite laid aside ; I -have worked myself 
right out. 


Christmas Eve. 

Yesterday, who could write? My wife near 
crazy with ear-ache ; the rain descending in white 
crystal rods and playing hell’s tattoo, like a tutti 
of battering rams, on c^ur sheet-iron roof ; the 
wind passing high overhead with a strange dumb 
mutter, or striking us full, so that all the huge 
trees in the paddock cried aloud, and wrung their 
hands, and brandished their vast arms. The 
horses stood in the shed like things stupid. The 
sea and the flagship lying on the jaws of the bay 
vanished in sheer rain. All day it lasted; I 
locked up my papers in the iron box, in case it 
was a hurricane, and the house might go. We 
went to bed with mighty uncertain feelings; far 
more than on shipboard, where you have only 
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drowning ahead — whereas here 3'ou haw* a smash 1890 
of beams, a shower of sheet-iron, and a blind race Dcc * 
in the dark and through a whirlwind for the 
shelter of an unfinished stable-— and my wife with 
ear-ache ! Well, well, this morning, we had word 
from Apia ; a hurricane was looked for, the ships 
were to leave the bay by 10 A.M. ; it is now 3.30, 
and the flagship is still a fixture, and the wind 
round in the blessed east, so I suppose the danger 
is over. But heaven is still laden ; the day dim, 
with frequent rattling bucketfuls of rain ; and just 
this moment (as I write) a squall went overhead, 
scarce striking us,, with that singular, solemn 
noise of its passage, which is to me dreadful. I 
“-have always feared the sound of wind beyond 
everything. In my hell it would always blow a 
gale. 

I have been all day correcting proofs, and 
making out a new plan for our house. The other 
was too dear to be built now, and it was a hard 
task to make a smallei^house that would suffice 
for the present, and not be a mere waste of money 
in the future. I believe I have succeeded ; I have 
taken care of my study anyway. 

Two favours I want to ask of you. First, I 
wish you to get ‘ Pioneering in New Guinea/ by J. 
Chalmers. It ’s a missionary book, and has less 
pretensions to be literature than Spurgeon’s ser- 
mons. Yet I think even through that, you will see 
some of the traits of the hero that wrote it ; a man 
that took me fairly by storm for the most attrac- 
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1890 tive, simple, brave, and interesting man in the 
whole Pacific. He is away now to go up the Fly 
River ; a desperate venture, it is thought ; he is 
quite a Livingstone card. 

Second, try and keep yourself free next winter ; 
and if my means can be stretched so far, I ’ll come 
to Egypt and we ’ll meet at Shepheard’s Hotel, 
and you’ll put me in my place, which I stand in 
need of badly by this time. Lord, what bully 
times ! I suppose I ’ll come per British Asia, or 
whatever you call it, and avoid all cold, and might 
be in Egypt about November as ever was — eleven 
months from now or rather less. But do not let 
us count our chickens. 

Last night three piglings were stolen from one- 
of our pig-pens. The great Lafaele appeared to 
my wife uneasy, so she engaged him in conversa- 
tion on the subject, and played upon him the 
following engaging trick. You advance your two 
forefingers towards the sitter’s eyes ; he closes 
them, whereupon you substitute (on his eyelids) 
the fore and midd’e fingers of the left hand ; and 
with your right (which he supposes engaged) you 
tap him on the head and back. When you let 
him open his eyes, he sees you withdrawing the 
two forefingers. r What that?’ asked Lafaele. 

‘ My devil/ says Fanny. ‘I wake urn, my devil. 
All right now. He go catch the man that catch 
my pig.’ About an hour afterwards, Lafaele 
came for further particulars. * O, all right/ my 
wife says, ‘By and by, that man he sleep, devil 
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go sleep same place. By and by, that man plenty 1890 

sick. I no care. What for he take my pig?* De S 

Lafaele cares plenty ; I .don’t think he is the man, 
though he may be ; but he knows him, and most 
likely will eat some of that pig to-night. He will 
not eat with relish. 

Saturday 2*]th. 

It cleared up suddenly after dinner, and my 
wife and I saddled up and off to Apia, whence 
we did not return till yesterday morning. Christ- 
mas Day I wish you could have seen our party 
at table. H. J. Moors at one end with my wife, 

I at the other with Mrs. M., between us two 
native women, Carruthers the lawyer, Moors’s two 
■^hop-boys — Walters and A. M. the quadroon — 
and the guests of the everyng, Shirley Baker, the 
defamed and much-accused man oi Tonga, and 
his son, with the artificial joint to his arm — where 
the assassins shot him in # shooting at his father. 
Baker’s appearance is ij^t unlike John Bull on a 
cartoon ; he is highly interesting to speak to, as I 
had expected ; I found he and I had many com- 
mon interests, and were engaged in puzzling over 
many of the same difficulties. After dinner it was 
quite pretty to see our Christmas party, it was so 
easily pleased and prettily behaved. In the 
morning I should say I had been to lunch at the 
German consulate, where I had as usual a very 
pleasant time. I shall miss Dr. Stuebel 1 much 

1 See A Footnote to History for more in praise of Dr. Stuebel, 
and of his exceptional deserts among white officials in Samoa. 
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1S90 when he leaves, and when Adams and Lafarge go 
Dec* also, it will be a great blow. I am getting spoiled 
with all this good society. 

On Friday morning, I had to be at my house 
affairs before seven ; and they kept me in Apia 
till past ten, disputing, and consulting about brick 
and stone and native and hydraulic lime, and 
cement and sand, and all sorts of otiose details 
about the chimney — just what I fled from in my 
father's office twenty years ago ; I should have 
made a languid engineer. Rode up with the car- 
penter. Ah, my wicked Jack S on Christmas Eve, 
as I was taking the saddle bag off, he kicked at 
me, and fetched me too, right on the shin. On 
Friday, being annoyed at the carpenter’s hors*- 
having a longer trot, he uttered a shrill cry and 
tried to bite him ! Afas, alas, these are like old 
days; my dear Jack is a Bogue, 1 but I cannot 
strangle Jack into submission. 

I have given up the t>ig house for just now ; we 
go ahead right away wfth a small one, which 
should be ready in two months, and I suppose 
will suffice for just now. 

O I know I haven’t told you about our aitu , 
have I ? It is a lady, Aitufafine : she lives on the 
mountain-side ; her presence is heralded by the 
sound of a gust of wind ; a sound very common 
in the high woods ; when she catches you, I do 
not know what happens , but in practice she is 

1 The wicked Skye-terrier oi Bournemouth days, celebrated in 
the essay On the Character of Dogs. 
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avoided, so I suppose she does more than pass the 1S90 
time of day. The great aitu Saumai-afe was Dec « 
once a living woman; and became an aitu , no 
one understands how ; she lives in a stream at 
the well-head, her hair is red, she appears as a 
lovely young lady, her bust particularly admired, 
to handsome young men ; these di?, her love 
being fatal ; — as a handsome youth she has been 
known to court damsels with the like result, but 
this is very rare ; as an old crone she goes about 
and asks for water, and woe to them who are un- 
civil ! Saumai-afe means literally, ‘ Come here a 
thousand ! 9 A good name for a lady of her man- 
ners. My aitu fafine does not seem to ue in the 
same line of business. It is unsafe to be a hand- 
some youth in Samoa ; a young man died from 
her favours last month — so we said on this side of 
the island ; on the other, where he died, it was 
not so certain. I, for ony, blame it on Madam 
Saumai-afe without hesitation. 

Example of the farmer’s sorrows. I slipped 
out on the balcony a moment ago. It is a lovely 
morning, cloudless, smoking hot, the breeze not 
yet arisen. Looking west, in front of our new 
house, I saw two heads of Indian corn wagging, 
and the rest and all nature stock still. As I 
looked, one of the stalks subsided and disappeared. 

I dashed out to the rescue ; two small pigs were 
deep in the grass — quite hid till within a few 
yards — gently but swiftly demolishing my harvest. 

Never be a farmer. 
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12.30 

1890 I while away the moments of digestion by 
DeCl drawing you a faithful picture of my morning. 
When I had done writing as above it was time to 
clean our house. When I am working, it falls on my 
wife alone, but to-day we had it between us ; she 
did the bedroom, 1 the sitting-room, in fifty-seven 
minutes of really most unpalatable labour. Then 
I changed every stitch, for I was wet through, and 
sat down and played on my pipe till dinner was 
ready, mighty pleased to be in a mildly habitable 
spot once more. The house had been neglected 
for near a week, and was a hideous spot ; my wife’s 
ear and our visit to Apia being the causes : our 
Paul we prefer not to see upon that theatre, and 
God knows he has plenty to do elsewhere. 

I am glad to look out of my back door and see 
the boys smoothing the foundations of the new 
house ; this is all very jolly, but six months of it 
has satisfied me ; we h^ve too many things for 
such close quarters ; to vtark in the midst of all 
the myriad misfortunes of the planter’s life, seated 
in a Dyonisius’ (can ’t spell him) car, whence I catch 
every complaint mishap and contention, is besides 
the devil ; and the hope of a cave of my own 
inspires me with lust O to be able to shut my own 
door and make my own confusion ! O to have 
the brown paper and the matches and ‘ make a 
hell of rny own * once more 1 

I do not bother you with all my troubles in these 
outpourings; the troubles of the farmer are in- 
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spiriting — they are like difficulties out hunting — 
a fellow rages at* +he time and rejoices to recall 
and to commemorate th^m. My troubles have 
been financial. It is hard to arrange wisely 
interests so distributed. America, England, 
Samoa, Sydney, everywhere I have an end of 
liability hanging out and some shelf of credit 
hard by ; and to juggle all these and build a 
dwelling-place here, and check expense — a thing 
I am ill fitted for — you can conceive what a night- 
mare it is at times. Then God knows I have not 
been idle. But since The Master 1 nothing has 
come to raise any ctoins. I believe the springs 
are dry at home, and now I am worked out, and 
can no more at all. A holiday is required. 

Dec. 2 %th. I have got unexpectedly to work 
again, and feel quite dandy. Good-bye. 

R. L. S. 


1890 

Dec. 


Of BalMntrac. 



IV 

S.S. Liibeck, between Apia and Sydney . 

Jan. ijt/i, 1891. 

1891 My dear Colvin, — The Faamasino Sili, or 
I ftn * Chief Justice, to speak your low language, has 
arrived. I had ridden down with Henry and 
Lafacle ; the sun was down, the night was close 
at hand, so we rode fast ; just as I came to the 
corner of the road before Apia, I heard a gun 
fire ; and lo, there was a great crowd at the end 
of the pier, and the troops out, and a chief or two 
in the height of Samoa finery, and Seumanu 
coming in his boat (the oarsmen all in uniform), 
bringing the Faamasirfo Sili sure enough. It was 
lucky he was no longed the natives would not 
have waited many weeks. But think of it, as I 
sat in the saddle at the outside of the crowd 
(looking, the English consul said, as if I were 
commanding the manoeuvres),! was nearly knocked 
down by a stampede of the three consuls ; they 
had been waiting their guest at the Matafele end, 
and some wretched intrigue among the whites 
had brought him to Apia, and the consuls had to 
run all the length of the town and come too late. 

The next day was a long one ; I was at a 

46 
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marriage of G. the banker to Fanua. the virgin 1891 
of Apia. Bride a»id bridesmaids were all in the J an - 
old high dress ; the ladies wen all native ; the 
men, with the exception of Seumanu, all white. 

It was quite a pleasant party, and while we 
were writing, we had a bird’s-eye view of the 
public reception of the Chief Justice. The best 
part of it were some natives in war array ; with 
blacked faces, turbans, tapa kilts, and guns, they 
looked very manly and pui poselike. No, the 
best part was poor old drunken Joe, the Portu- 
guese boatman, who seemed to think himself 
specially charged with the reception, and ended 
by falling on his knees before the Chief Justice 
oh the end of the pier and in full view of the 
whole town and bay. The natives pelted him 
with rotten bananas ; how the Chief Justice took 
it I was too far off to see ; but it was highly 
absurd. 

I have commemoratejj^tny genial hopes for the 
regimen of the Faamasino Sili in the following 
canine verses, which, if you at all guess how to 
read them, are very pretty in movement, and (un- 
less he be a mighty good man) too true in sense. 

We’re quarrelling, the villages, we’ve beaten the wooden 
drums, 

S a femisai o nu’u, s a taia o pate, 

Is expounded there by the justice, 

Ua Atuatuvale a ie faamasino e, 

The chief justice, the terrified justice, 

Le faamasino sili, le faamasino se, 
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1891 Is on the point of running away the justice, 

Jan. O le a solasola le faamasino e, 

The justice denied any influence, the terrified justice, 
O le faamasino le ai a, le faamasino se, 

O le a solasola le faamasino e. 


Well, after this excursion into tongues that 
have never been alive — though I assure you we 
have one capital book in the language, a book of 
fables by an old missionary of the unpromising 
name of Pratt, which is simply the best and the 
most literary version of the fables known to me. 
I suppose I should except La Fontaine, but L. F. 
takes a long time ; these are-brief as the books of 
our childhood, and full of wit and literary colour ; 
and O, Colvin, what a tongue it would be to write, 
if one only knew it and there were only readers. 
Its curse in common use is an incredible left-handed 
wordiness ; but in the hands of a man like Pratt 
it is succinct as Latijj, compact of long rolling 
polysyllables and littlc^nd often pithy particles, 
and for beauty of sound a^Jream. Listen, I quote 
from Pratt — this is good Samoan, not canine — 


1 ~ - \ 1 

PJ e afa, ua ts. i Mi ai le tila vao, ua pa mai le faititili. 


I almost ttv?, 2 the two as just distinguished, 
3 the at is practically suihxed to the verb, 4 almost 
votiK The excursion has prolonged itself. 

I started by the Luhrck to meet Lloyd and my 
mother , there were many reasons for and against ; 
the main reason against was the leaving of Fanny 
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alone in her blessed cabin, which has been some- 1891 

what remedied by my carter, Mr. , putting up 

in the stable and messing with her ; but perhaps 
desire of change decided me not well, though I 
do think I ought to see an oculist, being very 
blind indeed, and sometimes unable to read. 
Anyway I left, the only cabin passenger, four and 
a kid in the second cabin, and a dear voyage it 
had like to have proved. Close to Fiji (choose 
a worse place on the map) we broke our shaft 
early one morning ; and when or where we 
might expect to fetch land or meet with any 
ship, I would like ygu to tell *qe. The Pacific 
is absolutely desert. I have sailed then; now 
some years ; and scarce ever seen a ship except 
in port or close by ; I think twice. It was the 
hurricane season besides, and hurricane waters. 

Well, our chief engineer got the shaft — it was 
the middle crank shaft — mended ; thrice it was 
mended, and twice broke^clown ; but now keeps 
up — only we dare not*' stop, for it is almost 
impossible to start again. The captain in the 
meanwhile crowded her with sail ; fifteen sails in 
all, every stay being gratified with a stay-sail, 
a boat-boom sent aloft for a maintop-gallant 
yard, and the derrick of a crane brought in 
service as bowsprit. All the time we have had 
a fine, fair wind and a smooth sea ; to-day at 
noon our run was 203 miles (if you please !), and 
we are within some 360 miles of Sydney. Pro- 
bably there has never been a more gallant 
D 
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1891 success ; and I can say honestly it was well 

Jan. worked for. No flurry, no high words, no long 
faces; only hard work and honest thought; a 
pleasant, manly business to be present at. All 
the chances were we might have been six 
weeks — ay, or three months at sea — or never 
turned up at all, and now it looks as though 
we should reach our destination some five days 
too late. 



V 


[ On Board Ship between Sydney* and Apia , 
Feb. 1 8 ^ 1 .] 

My dear Colvin. — The Janet Aicoll stuff 
was rather worse than I had looked for ; you 
have picked out all that is fit to stand, bai two 
others (which I don’t dislike)— the Port of Entry 
and the House of Temoana; that is for a 
present opinion ; I may condemn these also ere 
I have done. By this time you should have 
another Marquesan letter, the worst of the lot, I 
think ; and seven Paumotu letters, which are not 
far out of the vein, as I wish it ; I am in hopes 
the Hawaiian stuff is better yet : time will show, 
and time will make perfect. Is something of this 
sort practicable for the dedication ? 

TERRA mIrIQUE 
PER PERICULA PER ARDUA 

AMICAE COMITI 
D.D. 

AMANS VIATOR 

*Tis a first shot concocted this morning in my 
berth : I had always before been trying it in 
English, which insisted on being either insignifi- 
cant or fulsome : I cannot think of a better word 
than comes , there being not the shadow of a 
Latin book on board ; yet sure there is some 

61 
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1891 other. Then viator (though it sounds all right) is 

Feb. doubtful; it has too much, perhaps, the sense 

of wayfarer ? Last, will it mark sufficiently that 
I mean my wife ? And first, how about blunders ? 
I scarce wish it longer. 

Have had a swingeing sharp attack in Sydney ; 
beating the fields for two nights, Saturday and 
Sunday, Wednesday was brought on board, tel 
quel t a wonderful wreck ; and now, Wednesday 
week, am a good deal picked up, but yet not 
quite a Samson, being still groggy afoot and 
vague in the head. My chess, for instance, which 
is usually a pretty strong, game, and defies all 
rivalry aboard, is vacillating, devoid of resource 
and observation, and hitherto not covered ^yith 
customary laurels. As for work, it is impossible. 
We shall be in the saddle before long, no doubt, 
and the pen once more couched. You must not 
expect a letter under these circumstances, but be 
very thankful for a nol^. Once at Samoa, I shall 
try to resume my late excellent habits, and delight 
you with journals, you unaccustomed, I unac- 
customed ; but it is never too late to mend. 

It is vastly annoying that I cannot go even 
to Sydney without an attack ; and heaven knows 
my life was anodyne. I only once dined with 
anybody; at the club with Wise; worked all 
morning — a terrible dead pull ; a month only 
produced the imperfect embryos of two chapters ; 
lunched in the boarding-house, played on my 
pipe ; went out and did some of my messages ; 
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dined at a French restaurant, and returned to 1891 
play draughts, whist, or Van John with my family. Fct> * 
This makes a cheery life after Samoa; but it 
isn't what you call burning the candle at both 
ends, is it? (It appears to me not one word of 
this letter will be legible by the time I am done 
with it, this dreadful ink rubs off.) 1 have a 
strange kind of novel under construction ; it 
begins about 1660 and ends 1830, or perhaps I 
may continue it to 1875 or so, with another life. 

One, two, three, four, five, six generations, perhaps 
seven, figure therein ; two of my old stories, 
f Delafield ' and ‘ Shovel, 5 are incorporated ; it is to 
be told in the third person, with some of the brevity 
of history, some of the detail of romance. The 
Shovels of Newton French wiU be the name. The 
idea is an old one ; it was brought to birth by an 
accident ; a friend in the islands who picked up 
F. Jenkin, 1 * * read a part, ancj said : 4 Do you know, 
that's a strange book? Iflike it ; I don’t believe 
the public will ; but I like it.’ He thought it was 
a novel! 4 Very well, 5 said I, 4 we ’ll see whether 
the public will like it or not ; they shall have the 
chanced 

Yours ever, 

R. L. S. 

1 Memoir of Fleeming Jenkin, by R. L. S. Prefixed to Papers 
Literary , Scientific , etc., by the late Fleeming Jenkin , F.F.S. , 

LL.D, ; 2 vols. London, Longmans, 1887. The first chapters 
of this memoir consist of a genealogical history of the family. Of 

‘Delafield* I never heard ; the plan of ‘ Shovel,’ which was to be 
in great part a story of the Peninsular War, had been sketched out 

as long ago as the seventies. 



VI 


Friday , March 19 th, 

1891 My DEAR S. C., — You probably expect that now 
March J am k ac k at Vailima I shall resume the practice 
of the diary letter. A good deal is changed. We 
are more ; solitude does not attend me as before ; 
the night is passed playing .Van John for shells; 
and, what is not less important, I have just 
recovered from a severe illness, and am easily 
tired. . 

I will give you to-day. I sleep now in one of 
the lower rooms of the new house, where my wife 
has recently joined n^e. We have two beds, an 
empty case for a table, % chair, a tin oasin, a bucket 
and a jug ; next door fh the dining-room, the 
carpenters camp 021 the floor, which is covered 
with their mosquito nets. Before the sun rises, at 
5.45 or 5.50, Paul brings me tea, bread, and a 
couple of eggs ; and by about six I am at work. 
I work in bed — my bed is of mats, no mattress, 
sheets, or filth — mats, a pillow, and a blanket — and 
put in some three hours. It was 9.5 this morning 
when I set off to the stream -side to my weeding ; 
where I toiled, manuring the ground with the best 
enricher, human sweat, till the conch-shell was 
u 
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blown from our verandah at 10.30. At eleven 1891 
we dine; about half-past twelve I tried (by excep- March 
tion) to work again, could make nothing on’t, and 
by one was on my way to the weeding, where I 
wrought till three. Half-past five is our next meal, 
and I read Flaubert’s Letters til! the hour came 
round ; dined, and then, Fanny having a cold, and 
I being tired, came over to my den in the unfinished 
house, where I now write to you, to the tune of the 
carpenters' voices, and by the light — I crave your 
pardon — by the twilight of three vile candles 
filtered through the medium of my mosquito bar. 

Bad ink being of the party, I write quite blindfold, 
and can only hope you may be granted to read 
that which I am unable to see while writing. 

I said I was tired ; it is a raild phrase ; my back 
aches like toothache ; when I shut my eyes to 
sleep, I know I shall see before them — a pheno- 
menon to which both Fyiny and I are quite 
accustomed — endless vivitl deeps of grass and 
weed, each plant particular and distinct, so that I 
shall lie inert in body, and transact for hours the 
mental part of my day business, choosing the 
noxious from the useful. And in my dreams I 
shall be hauling on recalcitrants, and suffering 
stings from nettles, stabs from citron thorns, fiery 
bites from ants, sickening resistances of mud and 
slime, evasions of slimy roots, dead weight of heat, 
sudden puffs of air, sudden starts from bird-calls 
in the contiguous forest — some mimicking my 
name, some laughter, some the signal of a whistle, 
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1891 and living over again at large the business of my 
March day. 

Though I write so little, I pass all my hours of 
field-work in continual converse and imaginary 
correspondence. I scarce pull up a weed, but I 
invent a sentence on the matter to yourself; it 
does not get written ; autant en emportent les vents ; 
but the intent is there, and for me (in some sort) 
the companionship. To-day, for instance, we had 
a great talk. I was toiling, the sweat dripping 
from my nose, in the hot fit after a squall of rain : 
methought you asked me — frankly, was I happy. 
Happy (said I) ; I was only happy once; that was 
at Hyeres ; it came to an end from a variety of 
reasons, decline of health, change of place, increase 
of money, age with his stealing steps ; since then, 
as before then, I know not what it means. But 
I know pleasure still ; pleasure with a thousand 
faces, and none perfect, a thousand tongues all 
broken, a thousand hands, and all of them with 
scratching nails. High a'Ynong these 1 place this 
delight of weeding out here alone by the garru- 
lous water, under the silence of the high wood, 
broken by incongruous sounds of birds. And 
take my life all through, look at it fore and back, 
and upside down, — though I would very fain 
change myself — I would not change my circum- 
stances, unless it were to bring you here. And 
yet God knows perhaps this intercourse of writing 
serves as well ; and I wonder, were you here 
indeed, would I commune so continually with the 
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thought of you. I say * 1 wonder * for a form ; I 
know, and I know I should not. 

So far, and much further, the conversation went, 
while I groped in slime after viscous roots, nurs- 
ing and sparing little spears of grass, and retreat- 
ing (even with outcry) from the prod of the wild 
lime. I wonder if any one had ever the same 
attitude to Nature as I hold, and have held for so 
long ? This business fascinates me like a tune or 
a passion ; yet all the while I thrill with a strong 
distaste. The horror of the thing, objective and 
subjective, is always present to my mind ; the 
horror of creeping things, a superstitious horror 
of the void and the powers about me, the horror 
of. my own devastation and continual murders. 
The life of the plants corner through my finger- 
tips, their struggles go to my heart like supplica- 
tions. I feel myself blood-boltered ; then I look 
back on my cleared grass^ and count myself an 
ally in a fair quarrel, and make stout my heart. 

It is but a little While since I lay sick in 
Sydney, beating the fields about the navy and 
Dean Swift and Dryden’s Latin hymns ; judge if I 
love this reinvigorating climate, where I can 
already toil till my head swims and every string 
in the poor jumping Jack (as he now lies in bed) 
aches with a kind of yearning strain, difficult to 
suffer in quiescence. 

As for my damned literature, 1 God knows what 
a business it is, grinding along without a scrap 
1 The South Sea Letters. 


1891 

March 
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1891 of inspiration or a note of style. But it has to be 

Iwch ground, and the mill grinds exceeding slowly 
though not particularly small. The last two 
chapters have taken me considerably over a 
month, and they are still beneath pity. This I 
cannot continue, time not sufficing ; and the next 
will just have to be worse. All the good I can 
express is just this ; some day, when style revisits 
me, they will be excellent matter to rewrite. Of 
course, my old cure of a change of work would 
probably answer, but I cannot take it now. The 
treadmill turns ; and, with a kind of desperate 
cheerfulness, 1 mount the icHe stair. I haven’t 
the least anxiety about the book ; unless I die, I 
shall find the time to make it good ; but the Lord 
deliver me from tho thought of the Letters ! 
However, the Lord has other things on hand ; 
and about six to-morrow, I shall resume the con- 
sideration practically, ai¥J face (as best I may) the 
fact of my incompetencb and disaffection to the 
task. Toil I do not spare ; but fortune refuses 
me success. We can do more, Whatever-his- 
name-was, we can deserve it. But my misdesert 
began long since, by the acceptation of a bargain 
quite unsuitable to all my methods. 1 

To-day I have had a queer experience. My 
carter has from the first been using my horses 
for his own ends ; when I left for Sydney, I put 

1 The price advanced for these Letters was among the con- 
siderations which originally induced the writer to set out on his 
Pacific voyage. 
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him on his honour r.o cease, and my back was 1891 
scarce turned ere he was forfeit. I have only Marcb 
been waiting to discharge him ; and to-day an 
occasion arose. I am so much ihe old man 
virulent , so readily stumble into anger, that 
I gave a deal of consideration to my bearing, 
and decided at last to imitate that of the late 

. Whatever he might have to say, this 

eminently effective controversialist maintained a 
frozen demeanour and a jeering smile. The 
frozen demeanour is beyond my reach ; but I 
could try the jeering smile ; did so, perceived its 
efficacy, kept in consequence my temper, and got 
rid of my friend, myself composed and smiling 
still, he white and shaking like an aspen. He 
could explain everything ; J said it did not inter- 
est me. He said he had enemies ; I said nothing 
was more likely. He said he was calumniated ; with 
all my heart, said I, but ihere are so many liars, 
that I find it safer to believe them. He said, in 
justice to himself, he must explain : God forbid I 
should interfere with you, said I, with the same 
factitious grin, but it can change nothing. So I 
kept my temper, rid myself of an unfaithful ser- 
vant, found a method of conducting similar inter- 
views in the future, and fell in my own liking. 

One thing more : I learned a fresh tolerance for 

the dead ; he too had learned — perhaps had 

invented — the trick of this manner ; God knows 
what weakness, what instability of feeling, lay 
beneath. Ce que e'est que de nous ! poor human 
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1891 nature ; that at past forty I must adjust this 
March hateful mask for the first time, and rejoice to find 
it effective ; that the effort of maintaining an 
external smile should confuse and embitter a 
man's soul. 

To-day I have not weeded ; I have written 
instead from six till eleven, from twelve till two ; 
with the interruption of the interview aforesaid ; 
a damned letter is written for the third time ; 
I dread to read it, for I dare not give it a 
fourth chance — unless it be very bad indeed. 
Now I write you from my mosquito curtain, to 
the song of saws and planes and hammers, and 
wood clumping on the floor above ; in a day of 
heavenly brightness ; a bird twittering near by ; 
my eye, through the open door, commanding 
green meads, two or three forest trees casting their 
boughs against the sky, a forest-clad mountain- 
side beyond, and close i^ by the door-jamb a nick 
of the blue Pacific. It is March in England, bleak 
March, and I lie here with the great sliding doors 
wide open in an undershirt and p'jama trousers, 
and melt in the closure of mosquito bars, and bum 
to be out in the breeze. A few torn clouds — 
not white, the sun has tinged them a warm pink 
— swim in heaven. In which blessed and fair day, 
I have to make faces and speak bitter words to a 
man — who has deceived me, it is true — but who is 
poor, and older than I, and a kind of a gentleman 
too. On the whole, I prefer the massacre of 
weeds. 
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Sunday. 

When I had done talking to you yesterday, l 1891 
played on my pipe till the conch sounded, then went March 
over to the old house for dinner, and had scarce 
risen from table ere I was submerged with 
visitors. The first of these despatched, I spent 
the rest of the evening going over the Samoan 
translation of my Bottle Imp 1 wich Claxton the 
missionary ; then to bed, but being upset, I sup- 
pose, by these interruptions, and having gone all 
day without my weeding, not to sleep. For hours 
I lay awake and heard the rain fall, and saw faint, 
far-away lightning pver the sea, and wrote you 
long letters which I scorn to reproduce. This 
morning Paul was unusually early ; the dawn had 
scarce begun when he appeared with the tray and 
lit my candle ; and I had breakfasted and read 
(with indescribable sinkings) the whole of yester- 
day’s work before the sun had risen. Then I sat 
and thought, and sat and tetter thought. It was 
not good enough, nor good ; it was as slack as 
journalism, but not so inspired ; it was excellent 
stuff misused, and the defects stood gross on it 
like humps upon a camel. But could I, in my 
present disposition, do much more with it ? in my 

1 The first serial tale, says Mr. Clarke, ever read by Samoans 
in their own language was the story of the Bottle Imp> ‘which 
found its way into print at Samoa, and was read with wonder and 
delight in many a thatched Samoan hut before it won the admira- 
tion of readers at home.* In the English form the story was 
published first in Black and White , and afterwards in the volume 
called Island Nights' Entertainments . 
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1891 present pressure for time, were I not better em- 
Mareh ployed doing another one about as ill, than making 
this some thousandth fraction better? Yes, I 
thought ; and tried the new one, and behold, I 
could do nothing : my head swims, words do not 
come to me, nor phrases, and I accepted defeat, 
packed up my traps, and turned to communicate 
the failure to my esteemed correspondent I 
think it possible I overworked yesterday. Well, 
we’ll see to-morrow — perhaps try again later. It 
is indeed the hope of trying later that keeps me 
writing to you. If I take to my pipe, I know my- 
self — all is over for the morning. Hurray, I'll 
correct proofs ! 

Pago- Pago y Wednesday. 

After I finished on Sunday I passed a miser- 
able day ; went out weeding, but could not find 
peace. I do not like to steal my dinner, unless I 
have given myself a holVlay in a canonical manner; 
and weeding after all is only fun, the amount of 
its utility small, and the thing capable of being 
done faster and nearly as well by a hired boy. In 
the evening Sewall came up (American consul) 
and proposed to take me on a malaga , 1 which I 
accepted. Monday I rode down to Apia, was 
nearly all day fighting about drafts and money; 
the silver problem does not touch you, but it is (in 
a strange and I hope passing phase) making my 
situation difficult in Apia. About eleven, the flags 


1 Boating expedition. 
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were all half-masted ; it was old Captain Hamilton 1891 
(Samesoni the natives called him) who had passed March 
away. In the evening I walked round to the U.S. 
Consulate ; it was a lovely night with a full moon ; 
and as I got round to the hot corner of Matautu I 
heard hymns in front. The balcony of the dead 
man’s house was full of women singing ; Mary (the 
widow, a native) sat on a chair by the doorstep, 
and I was set beside her on a bench, and next to 
Paul the carpenter ; as I sat down I had a glimpse 
of the old captain, who lay in a sheet on his own 
table. After the hymn was over, a native pastor 
made a speech which lasted a long while ; the light 
poured out of the door and windows ; the girls 
were sitting clustered at my feet ; it was choking 
hot. After the speech was* ended, Mary carried 
me within ; the captain’s hands were folded on his 
bosom, his face and head were composed ; he 
looked as if he might speak at any moment ; I 
have never seen this kind of waxwork so express 
or more venerable ; and when I went away, I was 
conscious of a certain envy for the man who was out 
of the battle. All night it ran in my head, and 
the next day when we sighted Tutuila, and ran 
into this beautiful land-locked loch of Pago Pago 
(whence I write), Captain Hamilton’s folded hands 
and quiet face said a great deal more to me than 
the scenery. 

I am living here in a trader’s house ; we have a 
good table, Sewall doing things in style ; and I 
hope to benefit by the change, and possibly get 
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189* more stuff for Letters. In the meanwhile, I am 
March seized quite mal-a-propos with desire to write a 
story, The Bloody Wedding ; founded on fact — very 
possibly true, being an attempt to read a murder 
case — not yet months old, in this very place and 
house where I now write. The indiscretion is 
what stops me ; but if I keep on feeling as I feel 
just now it will have to be written. Three Star 
Ncttison, Kit Ncttison, Field the Sailor, these are 
the main characters : old Ncttison, and the captain 
of the man of war, the secondary. Possible 
scenario. Chapter I. . . . 
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Saturday t April iSth. 

My DEAR Colvin, — I got back on Monday 189, 
night, after twenty-three hours in an open boat ; the A P riI 
keys were lost ; the Consul (who had promised us a 
bottle of Burgundy) nobly broke open his store- 
room, and we got to bed about midnight. Next 
morning the blessed Consul promised us horses 
for the daybreak ; forgot all about it, worthy man ; 
set us off at last in the heat of the day, and by a 
short cut which caused infinite trouble, and we 
were not home till dinner. I was extenuated, and 
have had a high fever sincf|& or should have been 
writing before. To-day for the first time, I risk 
it Tuesday I was pretty bad ; Wednesday had 
a fever to kill a horse ; Thursday I was better, but 
still out of ability to do aught but read awful 
trash. This is the time one misses civilisation ; 

I wished to send out for some police novels ; 
Mont£pin would have about suited my frozen 
brain. It is a bother when all one’s thought 
turns on one’s work in some sense or other ; I 
could not even think yesterday ; I took to invent- 
ing dishes by way of entertainment. Yesterday, 
while I lay asleep in the afternoon, a very lucky 
E 
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1891 thing happened ; the Chief Justice came to call; 
met one of our employes on the road ; and was 
shown what I had done to the road. 

* Is this the road across the island ? , he asked. 

1 The only one/ said Innes. 

* And has one man done all this?’ 

* Three times/ said the trusty Innes. ‘ It has 
had to be made three times, and when Mr. 
Stevenson came, it was a track like what you see 
beyond. 

‘This must be put right/ said the Chief Justice. 

Sunday. 

The truth is, I broke down yesterday almost as 
soon as I began, and have been surreptitiously 
finishing the entry •to-day. For all that I was 
much better, ate all the time, and had no fever. 
The day was otherwise uneventful. I am re- 
minded ; I had another visitor on Friday ; and 
Fanny and Lloyd, as they returned from a forest 
raid, met in our desert, untrodden road, first 
Father Didier, Keeper of the conscience of 
Mataafa, the rising star ; and next the Chief 
Justice, sole stay of Laupepa, the present and 
unsteady star, and remember, a few days before 
we were close to the sick bed and entertained by 
the amateur physician of Tamasese, the late and 
sunken star. ‘That is the fun of this place/ 
observed Lloyd ; ‘ everybody you meet is so im- 
portant.’ Everybody is also so gloomy. It will 
come to war again, is the opinion of all the well 
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informed — and before that to many bankruptcies ; 189* 

and after that, as visual, to famine. Here, under 
the microscope, we can sec histo r y at work. 


Wednesday. 

I have been very neglectful. A return to work, 
perhaps premature, but necessary, has used up all 
my possible energies and made me acquainted with 
the living headache. I just jot down some of the 
past notabilia. Yesterday B.. a carpenter, and 
K., my (unsuccessful) white man, were absent all 
morning from their work ; I was working myself, 
where I hear every seund with morbid certainty, 
and I can testify that not a hammer fell. Upon 
inquiry I found they had passed the morning 
making ice with our ice ma«hine and taking the 
horizon with a spirit level ! I had no sooner heard 
this than — a violent headache set in ; I am a real 
employer of labour now, an*i have much of the ship 
captain when aroused ; and if I had a headache, 
I believe both these gentlemen had aching hearts. 

I promise you, the late was to the front ; and 

K., who was the most guilty, yet (in a sense) the 
least blameable, having the brains and character 
of a canary-bird, fared none the better for B.’s 
repartees. I hear them hard at work this morn- 
ing, so the menace may be blessed. It was just 
after my dinner, just before theirs, that I ad- 
ministered my redoubtable tongue — it is really 
redoubtable — to these skulkers (Paul used to 
triumph over Mr. J. for weeks. ‘ I am very sorry 
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189* for you/ he would say ; ‘ you ’re going to have a 
talk with Mr. Stevenson when he comes home : 
you don’t know what that is ! ’) In fact, none of 
them do, till they get it. I have known K., for 
instance, for months ; he has never heard me 
complain, or take notice, unless it were to praise; 
1 have used him always as my guest, and there 
seems to be something in my appearance which 
suggests endless, ovine long-suffering! We sat 
in the upper verandah all evening, and discussed 
the price of iron roofing, and the state of the 
draught-horses, with Innes, a new man we have 
taken, and who seems to promise well. 

One thing embarrasses me. No one ever seems 
to understand my attitude about that book ; 'the 
stuff sent was never Imeant for other than a first 
state ; J never meant it to appear as a book. 
Knowing well that I have never had one hour of 
inspiration since it \$as begun, and have only 
beaten out my metal by brute force and patient 
repetition, 1 hoped some day to get a ‘ spate of 
style 1 and burnish it — fine mixed metaphor. 1 
am now so sick that I intend, when the Letters are 
done and some more written that will be wanted, 
simply to make a book of it by the pruning-knife. 

cannot fight longer ; I am sensible of having 
done worse than I hoped, worse than I feared ; 
all I can do now is to do the best I can for the 
future, and clear the book, like a piece of bush, 
with axe and cutlass. Even to produce the MS. 
of this will occupy me, at the most favourable 
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opinion, till the middle of next year ; really five 1891 
years were wanting, when I could have made a A P nl 
book ; but I have a family, and— -perhaps I could 
not make the book after all, 



VIII 


April 29 Ik, *91, 

1B91 My dear Colvin, — I begin again. I was 
A P ril awake this morning about half-past four. It was 
still night, but I made my fire, which is always a 
delightful employment, and read Lockhart’s ‘Scott ’ 
until the day began to peep! It was a beautiful 
and sober dawn, a dove-coloured dawn, insensibly 
brightening to gold. I was looking at it some 
while over the down-hill profile of our eastern road, 
when I chanced to glance northward, and saw with 
extraordinary pleasure the sea lying outspread. 
It seemed as smooth 4s glass, and yet I knew the 
surf was roaring all along the reef, and indeed, if 
I had listened, I could have heard it — and saw 
the white sweep of it outside Matautu. 

I am out of condition still, and can do nothing, 
and toil to be at my pen, and see some ink 
behind me. I have taken up again The High Woods 
of Ulufanua. I still think the fable too fantastic 
and far- fetched. Hut, on a re-reading, fell in love 
with my first chapter, and for good or evil I must 
finish it. It is really good, well fed with facts, 
true to the manners, and (for once in my works) 
rendered pleasing by the presence of a heroine 
70 
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who is pretty. Miss Uma is pretty ; a fact. All 1S91 
my other women have been as ugly as sin, and Af>ril 
like Falconet's horse (I u ave just been reading 
the anecdote in Lockhart), mortes forb/e. 

News : Our old house is now half demolished ; 
it is to be rebuilt on a new site ; now we look 
down upon and through the open posts of it like 
a bird-cage, to the woods beyond. My poor 
Paulo has lost his father and succeeded to thirty 
thousand thalers (I think) ; he had to go down to 
the Consulate yesterday to send a legal paper ; 
got drunk, of course, and is still this morning in 
so bemused a condition that our breakfasts all 
went wrong. Lafaele is absent at the deathbed 
of .his fair spouse ; fair she was, but not in deed, 
acting as harlot to the wreokers at work on the 
warships, to which society she probably owes her 
end, having fallen off a cliff, or been thrust off it 
— inter pocula. Henry is ihe same, our stand-byj 
In this transition stage he has been living in Apia; 
but the other night he stayed up, and sat with us 
about the chimney in my room. It was the first 
time he had seen a fire in a hearth ; he could not 
look at it without smiles, and was always anxious to 
put on another stick. We entertained him with 
the fairy tales of civilisation — theatres, London* 
blocks in the street, Universities, \ the Under- 
ground, newspapers, etc., and projected once more 
his visit to Sydney. If we can manage, it will be 
next Christmas. (I see it will be impossible for 
me to afford a further, journey this winter.) We 
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1891 have spent since we have been here about £2$OO f 

April which is not much if you consider we have built 
on that three houses, one of them of some size, 
and a considerable stable, made two miles of road 
some three times, cleared many acres of bush, 
made some miles of path, planted quantities of 
food, and enclosed a horse paddock and some 
acres of pig run ; but ’tis a good deal of money 
regarded simply as money. K. is bosh ; I have 
no use for him ; but we must do what we 
can with the fellow meanwhile ; he is good- 
humoured and honest, but inefficient, idle himself, 
the cause of idleness in others, grumbling, a self- 
excuser — all the faults in a bundle. He owes us 
thirty weeks’ service — the wretched Paul about 
half as much. Henry is almost the only one of 
our employes who has a credit. 


May 17 th* 

May Well, am I ashamed of myself? I do not think 
so. I have been hammering Letters ever since, 
and got three ready and a fourth about half 
through ; all four will go by the mail, which is 
what I wish, for so I keep at least my start Days 
and days of unprofitable stubbing and digging, 
and the result still poor as literature, left-handed, 
heavy, unillumined, but l believe readable and 
interesting as matter. It has been no joke of a 
hard time, and when my task was done, I had little 
taste for anything but blowing on the pipe. A 



VAILIMA LETTERS 73 

few necessary letters filled the bowl to overflow- 1891 
ing. May 

My mother has arrived, young, well, and in 
good spirits. By desperate exertions, which have 
wholly floored Fanny, her room was ready for her, 
and the dining-room fit to eat in. It was a famous 
victory. Lloyd never told me of your portrait till 
a few days ago ; fortunately- I had no pictures 
hung yet ; and the space over my chimney waits 
your counterfeit presentment. I have not often 
heard anything that pleased me more; your severe 
head shall frown upon me and keep me to the 
mark. But why has it not come? Have you 
been as forgetful as Lloyd? 


im. 

Miserable comforters are ye all! I read your 
esteemed pages this morning by lamplight and 
the glimmer of the dawn, atid as soon as breakfast 
was over, I must turn to and tackle these despised 
labours! Some courage was necessary, but not 
wanting. There is one thing at least by which I 
can avenge myself for my drubbing, for on one 
point you seem impenetrably stupid. Can I find 
no form of words which will at last convey to your 
intelligence the fact that these letters were never 
meant , and are not now meant , to be other than a 
quarry of materials from which the book may be 
drawn ? There seems something incommunicable 
in this (to me) simple idea ; I know Lloyd failed 
to comprehend it, I doubt if he has grasped it 
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1891 now ; and I despair, after all these efforts, that 
May y OU should ever be enlightened. Still, oblige me 
by reading that form of words once more, and see 
if a light does not break. You may be sure, after 
the friendly freedoms of your criticism (necessary 
I am sure, and wholesome I know, but untimely 
to the poor labourer in his landslip) that mighty 
little of it will stand. 

Our Paul has come into a fortune, and wishes 
to go home to the Hie Germanic. This is a tile 
on our head, and if a shower, which is now falling, 
lets up, I must go down to Apia, and see if I can 
find a substitute of any kind. This is, from any 
point of view, disgusting ; above all, from that of 
work ; for, whatever the result, the mill has to be 
kept turning ; apparently dust, and not flour, is the 
proceed. Well, there is gold in the dust, which is 
a fine consolation, since — well, I can’t help it ; 
night or morning, I do* my darndest, and if I can- 
not charge for merit, I must e’en charge for toil, of 
which I have plent}* and plenty more ahead before 
this cup is drained ; sweat and hyssop are the 
ingredients. 

We are clearing from Carruthers’ Road to the 
pig fence, twenty-eight powerful natives with 
Catholic medals about their necks, all swiping in 
like Trojans ; long may the sport continue ! 

The invoice to hand. Ere this goes out, I 
hope to sec your expressive, but surely not 
benignant countenance ! Adieu, O culler of 
offensive expressions — ‘and a’ to be a posy to 
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your ain dear May! 1 — Fanny seens a little 1891 
revived again after her spasm of work. Our Ma y 
books and furniture keep slowly draining up 
the road, in a sad state of scatterment and 
disrepair ; I wish the devil had had K. by his 
red beard before he had packed my library. 

Odd leaves and sheets and boards — a thing to 
make a bibliomaniac shed tears — are fished out 
of odd corners. But I am no bibliomaniac, praise 
Heaven, and 1 bear up, and rejoice when I find 
anything safe. 


igtA. 

However, I worked five* hours on the brute, and 
finished my Letter all the same, and couldn’t 
sleep last night by consequence. Haven’t had a 
bad night since I don’t know when ; dreamed a 
large, handsome man (a New Orleans planter) had 
insulted my wife, and, do what I pleased, I could 
not make him fight me ; and woke to find it was 
the eleventh anniversary of my marriage. A letter 
usually takes me from a week to three days ; but 
I ’m sometimes two days on a page — I was once 
three — and then my friends kick me. Cest-y-bcte! 
I wish letters of that charming quality could be so 
timed as to arrive when a fellow wasn’t working 
at the truck in question ; but, of course, that can’t 
be. Did not go down last night. It showered all 
afternoon, and poured heavy and loud all night. 

You should have seen our twenty-five popes (the 
Samoan phrase for a Catholic, lay or cleric) squat- 
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1891 ting when the day s work was done on the ground 
outside the verandah, and pouring in the rays of 
forty-eight eyes through the back and the front 
door of the dining-room, while Henry and I and 
the boss pope signed the contract. The second boss 
(an old man) wore a kilt (as usual) and a Balmoral 
bonnet with a little tartan edging and the tails 
pulled off. I told him that hat belong to my 
country — Sekotia ; and he said, yes, that was the 
place that he belonged to right enough. And 
then all the Papists laughed till the woods rang ; 
he was slashing away with a cutlass as he spoke. 

The pictures have decidedly not come ; they 
may probably arrive Sunday. 



IX 


June , I $9 1. 

SIR, — To you, under your portrait, which is, ig 9I 
in expression, your true, breathing self, and J une 
up to now saddens me ; in time, and soon, I 
shall be glad to have it there ; it is still only a 
reminder of your abs*ence. Fanny wept v ^»en we 
unpacked it, and you know how little she is given 
to that mood ; I was scarce Roman myself, but 
that does not count — I lift u£ my voice so readily. 

These are good compliments to the artist. I write 
in the midst of a wreck of books, which have just 
come up, and have for onc% defied my labours to 
get straight. The whole floor is filled with them, 
and (what ’s worse) most of the shelves forbye ; 
and where they are to go to, and what is to become 
of the librarian, God knows. It is hot to-night, 
and has been airless all day, and I am out of sorts, 
and my work sticks, the devil flv away with it and 
me. We had an alarm of war since last I wrote 
my screeds to you, and it blew over, and is to blow 
on again, and the rumour goes they are to begin 
by killing all the whites. I have no belief in this, 
and should be infinitely sorry if it came to pass — 

I do not mean for us, that were otiose — but for 

77 
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1891 the poor, deluded schoolboys, who should hope to 
June gain by suc h a S f. e p 

[. Letter resumed !] 

June 20 th. 

No diary this time. Why ? you ask. I have 
only sent out four Letters, and two chapters 
of the Wrecker. Yes, but to get these I have 
written 132 pp., 66,000 words in thirty days; 
2200 words a day ; the labours of an elephant. 
God knows what it’s like, and don’t ask me, 
but nobody shall say I have spared pains. I 
thought for some time it wouldn’t come at all. I 
was days and days over the first letter of the lot 
— days and days writing and deleting and making 
no headway whatever, till I thought I should have 
gone bust ; but it came at last after a fashion, and 
the rest went a thought more easily, though I am 
not so fond as to fancy any better. 

Your opinion as to the letters as a whole is so 
damnatory that I put them by. But there is a 
‘hell of a want of’ money this year. And these 
Gilbert Island papers, being the most interesting 
in matter, and forming a compact whole, and 
being well illustrated, I did think of as a possible 
resource. 

It would be called 

Six Months in Melanesia , 

Two Island Kings, 

Monarchies , 

Gilbert Island Kings , 

Monarchies , 
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and I daresay I ’ll think of a better yet — and 1891 
would divide thus J wne 

Butaritari. 

I. A Town asleep. 

II. The Three Bi others. 

III. Around our House. 

IV. A Tale of a Tapu. 

V. The Five Days' Festival. 

VI. Domestic Life — (which might be 

omitted, but not well, better be 
recast). 


The King of A pew am a. 

VII. The Royal Traders. 

VIII. Foundation of Equator Town. 

IX. The Palace of Mary Warren. 

X. Equator Town and the Palace. 

XI. King and Commons. 

XII. The Devil Work Box. 

XIII. The Three Corslets. 

xiv. Tail piece ; the Court upon a Journey. 

I wish you to watch these closely, judging them 
as a whole, and treating them as I have asked 
you, and favour me with your damnatory advice. 
I look up at your portrait, and it frowns upon me. 
You seem to view me with reproach. The expres- 
sion is excellent; Fanny wept when she saw it, 
and you know she is not given to the melting mood. 
She seems really better ; I have a touch of fever 
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1891 again, I fancy overwork, and to-day, when I have 

June overtaken my letters, I shall blow on my pipe. 
Tell Mrs. S. I have been playing Le Chant 
d\ Amour lately, and have arranged it, after awful 
trouble, rather prettily for two pipes ; and it 
brought her before me with an effect scarce short 
of hallucination. I could hear her voice in every 
note ; yet I had forgot the air entirely, and began 
to pipe it from notes as something new, when I 
was brought up with a round turn by this re- 
miniscence. We are now very much installed ; 
the dining-room is done, and looks lovely. Soon 
we shall begin to photograph and send you our 
circumstances. My room is still a howling wilder- 
ness. I sleep on a platform in a window, *and 
strike my mosquito 'oar and roll up my bedclothes 
every morning, so that the bed becomes by day a 
divan. A great part of the floor is knee-deep in 
books, yet nearly all ^he shelves arc filled, alas! 
It is a place to make a pig recoil, yet here are my 
interminable labours begun daily by lamp-light, 
and sometimes not yet done when the lamp has 
once more to be lighted. The effect of pictures 
in this place is surprising. They give great 
pleasure. 


June 21 si. 

A word more. I had my breakfast this morn- 
ing at 4.30! My new cook has beaten me and 
(as Lloyd says) revenged all the cooks in the 
world I have been hunting them to give me 



VAILIMA LETTERS 81 

breakfast early since I was twenty ; and now here 1891 
comes Mr. Ratke, and i have to plead for mercy. J unc 
I cannot stand 4.30 ; I am mere fevered wreck ; 
it is now half-past eight, and T can no more, and 
four hours divide me from lunch, the devil take 
the man! Yesterday it vvas about 5.30, which I 
can stand ; day before 5, which is bad enough ; 
to-day, I give out. It is like ? London season, 
and as I do not take a siesta once in a month, and 
then only five minutes, I am being worn to the 
bones, and look aged and anxious. 

We have Rider Haggard’s brother here as a 
Land Commissioner ;*a nice kind of a fHlow ; 
indeed, all the three Land Commissioners are 
very -agreeable. 


F 



1891 

Sept. 


X 


Sunday , Sepi. 5 {?), 1891. 

My dear Colvin , 1 — Yours from Lochinver has 
just come. You ask me if I am ever homesick 
for the Highlands and the Isles. Conceive that 
for the last month I have been living there 
between 1 /8 6 and 1 850. in my grandfather’s diaries 
and letters. I had to take h rest ; no use talking ; 
so 1 put in a month ov^r my Lives of the Stevensons 
with great pleasure and profit and some advance ; 
one chapter and a £art drafted. The whole pro- 
mises well. Chapter I. Domestic Annals. Chap- 
ter IL The Northern Lights. Chapter III. The 
Bell Rock. Chapter IV. A Family of Boys. 
Chap V. The Grandfather, vi. Alan Stevenson, 
vii. Thomas Stevenson. My materials for my 
great-grandfather are almost null ; for my grand- 
father copious and excellent. Name, a puzzle. 
A Scottish Family , A Family of Engineers, 
Northern Lights , The Engineers of the Northern 
Lights ; A Family History. Advise ; but it will 
take long. Now, imagine if I have been home- 

5 Between this letter and the preceding, one has gone astray. 
It was chiefly concerned with the distuibed state of Samoan affairs, 
the threatenings of war, and the mismanagement of the two treaty 
officials. 

8 * 
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sick for Barrahead and Island Glass, and Kirk- 1891 
wall, and Cape Wrath, and the Wells of the Fent- 
land Firth ; I could have wept. 

Now for politics. I ain much less alarmed ; I 
believe the malo ( = raj\ government) will collapse 
and cease like an overlain infant, without a shot 
fired. They have now been months here on their 
big salaries — and Cedarcrantz, whom I specially 
like as a man, has done nearly nothing, and the 
Baron, who is well-meaning, has done worse. 

They have these large salaries, and they have all 
the taxes ; they have made scarce a foot of road ; 
they have not given a single native a posh ‘on — 
all to white men ; they have scarce laid out a 
penny on Apia, and scarce a penny on the King ; 
they have forgot they were in Samoa, or that 
such a thing as Samoans existed, and had eyes 
and some intelligence. The Chief Justice has 
refused to pay his customs ! The President pro- 
posed to have an expensive house built for him- 
self, while the King, his master, has none! I 
had stood aside, and been a loyal, and, above 
all, a silent subject, up to then ; but now I 
snap my fingers at their malo . It is damned, 
and I ’m damned glad of it. And this is not all. 

Last i WamiUy’ when I sent Fanny off to Fiji, I 
hear the wonderful news that the Chief Justice 
is going to Fiji and the Colonies to improve 
his mind. I showed my way of thought to his 
guest, Count Wachtmeister, whom I have sent to 
you with a letter — he will tell you all the news. 



84 VAILIMA LETTERS 

1891 Well, the Chief Justice stayed, but they said he 
was to leave yesterday. I had intended to go 
down, and see and warn him ! But the President's 
house had come up in the meanwhile, and I let 
them go to their doom, which I am only anxious 
to see swiftly and (if it may be) bloodlessly fall. 

Thus I have in a way withdrawn my un- 
rewarded loyalty. Lloyd is down to-day with 
Moors to call on Mataafa ; the news of the 
excursion made a considerable row in Apia, and 
both the German and the English consuls be- 
sought Lloyd not to go. But he stuck to his 
purpose, and with my approval. It's a poor 
thing if people are to*give up a pleasure party for 
a malo that has never done anything for us but 
draw taxes, and is going to go pop, and leave us 
at the mercy of the identical Mataafa, whom I 
have not visited for more than a year, and who is 
probably furious. 

The sense of my helplessness here has been 
rather bitter ; I feel it wretched to see this dance 
of folly and injustice and unconscious rapacity go 
forward from day to day, and to be impotent. I 
was not consulted — or only by one man, and 
that on particular points ; I did not choose to 
volunteer advice till some pressing occasion ; I 
have not even a vote, for I am not a member of 
the municipality. 

What ails you, miserable man, to talk of saving 
material ? I have a whole world in my head, a 
whole new society to work, but I am in no hurry ; 
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you will shortly make the acquaintance of the 1891 
Island of Ulufanua, on which I mean to lay 
several stories ; the Bloody Wedding , possibly the 
High Woods — ( 0 , it 's so good, the High Woods, 
but the story is craziness ; that 's the trouble,) — 
a political story, the Labour Slave , etc. Ulufanua 
is an imaginary island ; the name is a beautiful 
Samoan word for the top of a forest ; ulu — leaves 
or hair, fanua=land. The ground or country of 
the leaves. * Ulufanua the isle of the sea/ read 
that verse dactylically and you get the beat ; the 
u's are like our double 00 ; did ever you hear a 
prettier word ? 

I do not feel inclined tp make a volume of 
Essays, 1 but if I did, and perhaps the idea is good 
— and any idea is better thah South Seas — here 
would be my choice of the Scribner articles : 
Dreams , Beggars , Lantern- Bearers^ Random Mem- 
ories . There was a paper f called the Old Pacific 
Capital in Fraser, in Tulloch's time, which had 
merit ; there were two on Fontainebleau in the 
Magazine of Art in Henley's time. I have no idea 
if they 're any good ; then there 's the Emigrant 
Train . Pulvis et U 7 nbra is in a different key, 
and wouldn’t hang on with the rest. 

I have just interrupted my letter and read 
through the chapter of the High Woods that is 
written, a chapter and a bit, some sixteen pages, 

1 In reply to a suggestion which ultimately took effect in the 
shape of the volume called Across the Plains (Chatto and Windus, 

1892* 
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*®9* really very fetching, but what do you wish ? the 

Sept * story is so wilful, so steep, so silly — it's a 

hallucination I have outlived, and yet I never did 
a better piece of work, horrid, and pleasing, and 
extraordinarily true; it’s sixteen pages of the 
South Seas; their essence. What am I to do? 
Lose this little gem — for I'll be bold, and that's 
what I think it — or go on with the rest, which I 
don’t believe in, and don’t like, and which can 
never make aught but a silly yarn ? Make 
another end to it? Ah, yes, but that’s not the 
way I write ; the whole tale is implied ; I never 
use an effect, when I can helj^ it, unless it prepares 
the effects that arc to follow ; that’s what a story 
consists in. To make another end, that is to 
make the beginning l all wrong. The denouement 
of a long story is nothing ; it is just a ‘full close/ 
which you may approach and accompany as you 
please — it is a coda, i\ot an essential member in 
the rhythm ; but the body and end of a short 
story is bone of the bone and blood of the blood 
of the beginning. Well, I shall end by finishing 
it against my judgment; that fragment is my 
Delilah. Golly, it s good. I am not shining by 
modesty ; but I do just love the colour and 
movement of that piece so far as it goes. 

I was surprised to hear of your fishing. And 
you saw the ‘Pharos/ 1 thrice fortunate man ; I wish 

1 The steam-yacht of the Commissioners of Northern Lights, on 
which he had been accustomed as a lad to accompany his father 
on the official trips of inspection round the coast 
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I dared go home, I would ask the Commissioners 1891 
to take me round fLr old sake’s sake, and see all Sc P L 
my family pictures once more from the Mull of 
Galloway to Unst. However, all is arranged for 
our meeting in Ceylon, except the date and the 
blooming pounds. 1 have heard of an exquisite 
hotel in the country, airy, large rooms, good 
cookery, not dear ; we shall have a couple of 
months there, if we can make it out, and converse 
or — as my grandfather always said — ‘commune.’ 

‘ Communings with Mr. Kennedy as to Lighthouse 
Repairs.’ He was a fine old fellow, but a droll. 

Evening . 

Lloyd has returned. Peace and war were played 
before his eyes at heads or t^ls. A German was 
stopped with levelled guns ; he raised his whip ; 
had it fallen, we might have been now in war. 
Excuses were made by Mafaafa himself. Doubt- 
less the thing was done — I mean the stopping of the 
German — a little to show off before Lloyd. Mean- 
while was up here, telling how the Chief J ustice 

was really gone for five or eight weeks, and begging 
me to write to the Times and denounce the state of 
affairs ; many strong reasons he advanced ; and 

Lloyd and I have been since his arrival and ’s 

departure, near half an hour, debating what should 
be done. Cedarcrantz is gone ; it is not my fault ; 
he knows my views on that point — alone of all 
points ; — he leaves me with my mouth sealed. 

Yet this is a nice thing that because he is guilty 
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1891 of a fresh offence — his flight — the mouth of the 

Sept, only possible influential witness should be closed ? 
I do not like this argument. I look like a cad, if 
I do in the man’s absence what I could have done 
in a more manly manner in his presence. True ; 
but why did he go ? It is his last sin. And I, 
who like the man extremely — that is the word — 
I love his society — he is intelligent, pleasant, even 
witty, a gentleman — and you know how that 
attaches — I loathe to seem to play a base part ; but 
the poor natives — who are like other folk, false 
enough, lazy enough, not heroes, not saints — 
ordinary men damnably misused — are they to 
suffer because I like Cedarcrantz, and Cedarcrantz 
has cut his lucky? This is a little tragedy,. ob- 
serve well — a tragedy ! I may be right, I may be 
wrong in my judgment, but I am in treaty with 
my honour. I know not how it will seem to- 
morrow. Lloyd thought the barrier of honour 
insurmountable, and it is an ugly obstacle. He 
(Cedarcrantz) will likely meet my wife three days 
from now, may travel back with her, will be charm- 
ing if he does ; suppose this, and suppose him to 
arrive and find that I have sprung a mine — or the 
nearest approach to it I could find — behind his 
back? My position is pretty. Yes, I am an 
aristocrat. I have the old petty, personal view of 
honour? I should blush till I die if I do this ; yet 
it is on the cards that I may do it. So much I 
have written you in bed, as a man writes, or talks, 
in a bittre Wahl. Now I shall sleep, and see if I 
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am more clear. I will consult the missionaries at 1891 
least — I place some reliance in M. also— or I 
should if he were rot a p; rtisan : but a partisan 
he is. There’s the pity. To sleep! A fund of 
wisdom in the prostrate body and the fed brain. 
Kindly observe R. L. S. in the talons of politics ! 

*Tis funny — ’tis sad. Nobody but these cursed 
idiots could have so driven me ; I cannot bear 
idiots. 

My dear Colvin, I must go to sleep ; it is long 
past ten — a dreadful hour for me. Amd here am 
I lingering (so I feel) in the dining-room at the 
Monument, talking to you across the table, both 
on our ifcet, and only the two stairs to mount, and 
get. to bed, and sleep, andV>e waked by dear old 
George — to whom I wish in y kindest remem- 
brances — next morning. I look round, and 
there is my blue room, and my long lines of 
shelves, and the door gapiilg on a moonless night, 
and no word of S. C. but his twa portraits on 
the wall. Good-bye, my dear fellow, and good- 
night. Queer place the world ! 


Monday. 

No clearness of mind with the morning ; I have 
no guess what I should do. ’1 is easy to say that 
the public duty should brush aside these little con- 
siderations of personal dignity ; so it is that poli- 
ticians begin, and in a month you find them rat 
and flatter and intrigue with brows of brass. I 
am rather of the old view, that a man’s first duty 
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1891 Js to these little laws ; the big he does not, he 
Sep 1 * never will, understand ; I may be wrong about the 
Chief Justice and the Baron and the state of 
Samoa ; I cannot be wrong about the vile attitude 
I put myself in if I blow the gaff* on Cedarcrantz 
behind his back. 


Tuesday . 

One more word about the South Seas, in answer 
to a question I observe I have forgotten to answer. 
The Tahiti part has never turned up, because it 
has never been written. As for telling you where 
I went or when, or anything about Honolulu, I 
would rather die ; thatjs fair and plain. How can 
anybody care when or how I left Honolulu? .A 
man of upwards of forty cannot waste his time in 
communicating matter of that indifference. The 
letters, it appears, are tedious ; they would be more 
tedious still if I wasted ifiy time upon such infantile 
and sucking-bottle details. If ever I put in any 
such detail, it is because it leads into something 
or serves as a transition. To tell it for its own 
sake, never ! The mistake is all through that I 
have told too much ; I had not sufficient confi- 
dence in the reader, and have overfed him ; and 
here are you anxious to learn how I — O Colvin t 
Suppose it had made a book, all such information 
is given to one glance of an eye by a map with a 
little dotted line upon it. But let us forget thj fl 
unfortunate affair. 
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Wednesday. 

Yesterday I went down to consult Clarke, who *891 
took the view of delay. Has he changed his mind Se P L 
already ? I wonder : here at least is the news. 

Some little while back some men of Manono — 
what is Manono? — a Samoan rotten borough, a 
small isle of huge political importance, heaven 
knows why, where a handful of chiefs make half 
the trouble in the country. Some men of Manono 
(which is strong Mataafa) burned down the houses 
and destroyed the crops of some Malietoa neigh- 
bours. The President went there the other day 
and landed alone on die island, which (to g’ Tr e him 
his due) was plucky. Moreover, he succeeded in 
persuading the folks to come up and be judged on 
a particular day in Apia. That day they did not 
come ; but did come the next, and, to their vast 
surprise, were given six months’ imprisonment and 
clapped in gaol. Those ^ho had accompanied 
them cried to them on the streets as they were 
marched to prison, ‘ Shall we rescue you ? ' The 
condemned, marching in the hands of thirty men 
with loaded rifles, cried out ‘No’! And the trick 
was done. But it was ardently believed a rescue 
would be attempted ; the gaol was laid about with 
armed men day and night ; but there was some 
question of their loyalty, and the commandant of 
the forces, a very nice young beardless Swede, 
became nervous, and conceived a plan. How if he 
should put dynamite under the gaol, and in case 
of an attempted rescue blow up prison and all? 
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1891 He went to the President, who agreed ; he went 
to the American man-of-war for the dynamite and 
machine, was refused, and got it at last from the 
Wreckers. The thing began to leak out, and 
there arose a muttering in town. People had no 
fancy for amateur explosions, for one thing. For 
another, it did not dearly appear that it was legal; 
the men had been condemned to six months* 
prison, which they were peaceably undergoing; 
they had not been condemned to death. And 
lastly, it seemed a somewhat advanced example 
of civilisation to set before barbarians. The mutter 
in short became a storm, Smd yesterday, while 
I was down, a cutter was chartered, and the 
prisoners were suddenly banished to the Tokelaus. 
Who has changed the sentence ? We are going 
to stir in the dynamite matter ; we do not want the 
natives to fancy us consenting to such an out- 
rage. 1 

Fanny has returned from her trip, and on the 
whole looks better. The High Woods are under 
way, and their name is now the Beach of Falesd, 
and the yam is cured. I have about thirty pages 
of it done ; it will be fifty to seventy I suppose. 
No supernatural trick at all ; and escaped out of 
it quite easily ; can’t think why I was so stupid 
for so long. Mighty glad to have Fanny back to 
this 4 Hell of the South Seas,* as the German 
Captain called it. What will Cedarcrantz think 

1 More about this affair is to be found in the writer’s letters of 
the same date to the Times, and in his Footnote to History, p. 297 . 
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when he comes back ? To do him justice, had he 1891 
been here, this Manono hash would not have been. Se P l * 
Here is a pretty thing. When Fanny was in 
Fiji all the Samoa and Tokelau folks were agog 
about our 1 flash ’ house ; but the whites had never 
heard of it. 

Robert Louts Stevenson, 

Author of The Beach of Falesd. 



XI 

Sept. 28. 

1891 My dear Colvin, — Since I last laid down my 
Sept. pen, 1 have written and rewritten The Beach of 
Falesd ; something like sixty thousand words of 
sterling domestic fiction (the story, you will under- 
stand, is only half that length) ; and now I don't 
want to write any more, agaih for ever, or feel so ; 
and I 've got to overhaul it once again to my 
sorrow. I was all yesterday revising, and found a 
lot of slacknesses an <5 (what is worse in this kind of 
thing) some literaryisms. One of the puzzles is 
this : It is a first persoy story — a trader telling his 
own adventure in an island. When I began I 
allowed myself a few liberties, because I was afraid 
of the end ; now the end proved quite easy, and 
could be done in the pace ; so the beginning 
remains about a quarter tone out (in places) ; but 
I have rather decided to let it stay so. The 
problem is always delicate ; it is the only thing 
that worries me in first person tales, which other- 
wise (quo* Alan) * set better wi" my genius/ There 
is a vast deal of fact in the story, and some pretty 
good comedy. It is the first realistic South Sea 
story ; I mean with real South Sea character and 
details of life. Everybody else who has tried, that 

94 
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I have seen, got carried away by the romance, and rSji 
ended in a kind of sugar-candy sham epic, and the 
whole effect was lost — there was no etching, no 
human grin, consequently no conviction. Now I 
have got the smell and look of the thing a good 
deal. You will know more about the South Seas after 
you have read my little tale than if you had read 
a library. As to whether any one else will read it, 

I have no guess. I am in an off time, but there is 
just the possibility it might make a hit ; for the 
yarn is good and melodramatic, and there is quite 
a love affair — for me; and Mr. Wiltshire (the 
narrator) is a huge ferk, though I say it But 
there is always the exotic question, and everything, 
the life, the place, the dialect^ — trader's talk, which 
is a strange conglomerate of # literary expressions 
and English and American slang, and Beach de 
Mar, or native English, — th^ very trades and hopes 
and fears of the characters, are all novel, and may 
be found unwelcome to that great, hulking, buller- 
ing whale, the public. 

Since I wrote, I have been likewise drawing up 
a document to send it to the President ; it has 
been dreadfully delayed, not by me, but to-day 
they swear it will be sent in. A list of questions 
about the dynamite report are herein laid before 
him, and considerations suggested why he should 
answer. 

October 5 tk. 

Ever since my last snatch I have been much 
chivied about over the President business ; his 
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1891 answer has come, and is an evasion accompanied 
Sept- with schoolboy insolence, and we are going to try 
to answer it. I drew my answer and took it down 
yesterday ; but one of the signatories wants 
another paragraph added, which I have not yet 
been able to draw, and as to the wisdom of which 
I am not yet convinced. 


Next day , Oct. *]th< the right day. 

CV. We are all in rather a muddled state with our 
President affair. I do loathe politics, but at the 
same time, I cannoy stand by and have the 
natives blown in yfe air treacherously with 
dynamite. They aje still quiet ; how long this 
may continue I do not know, though of course by 
mere prescription the Government is strengthened, 
and is probably insured till the next taxes fall 
due. But the unpopularity of the whites is grow- 
ing. My native overseer, the great Henry Simel£, 
announced to-day that he was ‘ weary of whites 
upon the beach. All too proud/ said this vera- 
cious witness. One of the proud ones had 
threatened yesterday to cut off his head with a 
bush knife ! These are ‘ native outrages ’ ; honour 
bright, and setting theft aside, in which the natives 
are active, this is the main stream of irritation. 
The natives are generally courtly, far from always 
civil, but really gentle, and with a strong sense of 
honour of their own, and certainly quite as much 
civilised as our dynamiting President. 
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We shall be delighted to see Kipling . 1 I go to 1891 
bed usually about half-past eight, and my lamp is 0ct - 
out before ten ; I breakfast at six. We may say 
roughly we have no soda water on the island, and 
just now truthfully no whisky. I have heard the 
chimes at midnight ; now no more, I guess. But 
— Fanny and I, as soon as we can get coins for it, 
are coming to Europe, not to England : I am 
thinking of Royat. Bar wars. If not, perhaps the 
Apennines might give us a mountain refuge for 
two months or three in summer. How is that 
for high ? But the money must be all in hand 
first. 


October l$th. 

How am I to describe mV life these last few 
days ? I have been wholly swallowed up in 
politics, a wretched busines|, with fine elements of 
farce in it too, which repay a man in passing, 
involving many dark and many moonlight rides, 
secret counsels which are at once divulged, sealed 
letters which are read aloud in confidence to the 
neighbours, and a mass of fudge and fun, which 
would have driven me crazy ten years ago, and 
now makes me smile. 

On Friday, Henry came and told us he must 
leave and go to 1 my poor old family in Savaii ' ; 
why ? I do not quite know — but, I suspect, to be 

1 Mr. Rudyard Kipling was at this time planning a trip to 
Samoa, but the plan was unfortunately not carried out, and he 
and Stevenson never met. 
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1891 tattooed— if so, then probably to be married, and we 

0ct - shall see him no more. I told him he must do what 
he thought his duty ; we had him to lunch, drank 
his health, and he and I rode down about twelve. 
When I got down, I sent my horse back to help 
bring down the family later. My own afternoon 
was cut out for me ; my last draft for the Presi- 
dent had been objected to by some of the signa- 
tories. I stood out, and one of our small number 
accordingly refused to sign. Him I had to go 
and persuade, which went off very well after the 
first hottish moments ; you have no idea how 
stolid my temper is nojv. By about five the thing 
was done ; and we feat down to dinner at the 
Chinaman’s — the Verrey or Doyen's of Apia — G. 
and I at each encf as hosts ; G.’s wife — Fanua, 
late maid of the village ; her (adopted) father and 
mother, Seumanu ajd Faatulia, Fanny, Belle, 
Lloyd, Austin, and Henry Simel£, his last appear- 
ance. Henry was in a kilt of gray shawl, with a 
blue jacket, white shirt and black necktie, and 
looked like a dark genteel guest in a Highland 
shooting-box, Seumanu (opposite Fanny, next 
G.) is chief of Apia, a rather big gun in this place, 
looking like a large, fatted, military Englishman, 
bar the colour. Faatulia, next me, is a bigger chief 
than her husband. Henry is a chief too — his 
chief name, Iiga (Ee-eeng-a), he has not yet 
* taken ’ because of his youth. We were in fine 
society, and had a pleasant meal-time, with lots of 
fun. Then to the Opera — I beg your pardon, I 
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mean the Circus, We occupied the first *ow in the 1891 
reserved seats, and there in the row behind were ° ct 
all our friends — Captain boss and his Captain- 
Lieutenant, three of the American officers, very 
nice fellows, the Dr., etc., so we made a fine show 
of what an embittered correspondent of the local 
paper called * the shoddy aristocracy of Apia 1 ; 
and you should have seen how we carried on, and 
how I clapped, and Captain Foss hollered ‘ wunder - 
schon ! 9 and threw himself forward in his seat, 
and how we all ; n fact enjoyed ourselves like 
school-children, Austin not a shade more than 
his neighbours. Then the Circus broke ”t>, and 
the party went home, but I stayed down, having 
business on the morrow. • 

Yesterday, October 12th,* great news reaches 
me, and Lloyd and I, with the mail just coming 
in, must leave all, saddle, and ride down. True 
enough, the President had resigned ! Sought to 
resign his presidency of the council, and keep his 
advisership to the King ; given way to the 
Consul's objections and resigned all — then fell out 
with them about the disposition of the funds, and 
was now trying to resign from his resignation ! 

Sad little President, so trim to look at, and I 
believe so kind to his little wife! Not only so, 
but I meet D. on the beach. D. calls me in con- 
sultation, and we make with infinite difficulty a 
draft of a petition to the King. . . . Then to dinner 
at M.'s, a very merry meal, interrupted before it 
was over by the arrival of the committee. Slight 
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1891 sketch of procedure agreed upon, self appointed 

^ ct * spokesman, and the deputation sets off. Walk 
all through Matafele, all along Mulinuu, come to 
the King’s house ; he has verbally refused to see 
us in answer to our letter, swearing he is gase- 
gase (chief-sickness, not common man’s), and 
indeed we see him inside in bed. It is a miserable 
low house, better houses by the dozen in the little 
hamlet (Tanugamanono) of bushmen on our 
way to Vailima ; and the President’s house in 
process of erection just opposite! We are told 
to return to-morrow ; I refuse ; and at last we are 
very sourly received, sit on the mats, and I open 
out, through a very poor interpreter, and some- 
times hampered by* unacceptable counsels from 
my backers, I can speak fairly well in a plain 
way now. C. asked me to write out my harangue 
for him this morning ;^I have done so, and couldn’t 
get it near as good. I suppose (talking and 
interpreting) I was twenty minutes or half-an- 
hour on the deck ; then his majesty replied in 
the dying whisper of a big chief ; a few words of 
rejoinder (approving), and the deputation with- 
drew, rather well satisfied. 

A few days ago this intervention would 
have been a deportable offence ; not now, I 
bet ; I would like them to try. A little way 
back along Mulinuu, Mrs. G. met us with her 
husband's horse ; and he and she and Lloyd 
and I rode back in a heavenly moonlight 
Here ends a chapter in the life of an island 
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politician ! Catch me at it again ; 'tis easy to go 1391 

in, but it is not a pleasant trade. I have had a Cct * 
good team, as good as 1 could get on fhe beach ; 
but what trouble even so, and what fresh troubles 
shaping. But I have on the whole canied all my 
points ; I believe all but one, and on th?t (which 
did not concern me) I had no righi to interfere. 

I am sure you would be amazed if you knew 
what a good hand I am at keeping my temper, 
talking people over, and giving reasons which are 
not my reasons, but calculated for the meridian of 
the particular objection ; so soon does falsehood 
await the politician in his whirling path. 
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Monday , October 24th. 

1891 My DEAR Carthew, 1 — See what I have written, 
Oct. but Colvin I’m after — I have written two 
chapters, about thirty pages of Wrecker since the 
mail left, which must be my excuse, and the 
bother I ’ve had with it is hot to be imagined ; 
you might have seen me the day before yester- 
day weighing British* sov.’s and Chili dollars to 
arrange my treasure chest. And there was such 
a calculation, not for that only, but for the ship’s 
position and distances ^vhen — but I am not going 
to tell you the yarn — and then, as my arithmetic 
is particularly lax, Lloyd had to go over all my 
calculations; and then, as I had changed the 
amount of money, he had to go over all Ms as 
to the amount of the lay ; and altogether, a bank 
could be run with less effusion of figures than it 
took to shore up a single chapter of a measly 
yarn. However, it ’s done, and I have but one 
more, or at the outside two, to do, and I am Free ! 
and can do any damn thing I like. 

1 Readers of The Wrecker will not need to be reminded that 
this is the name of the personage on whom the mystery in that 
story hinges. 

102 
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Before falling on politics, I shall give you my 1891 

day. Awoke somewhere about the first peep of 0ct * 

day, came gradually to, and had a turn on the 
verandah before 5.55, when 'the child '(an enor- 
mous Wallis Islander) brings me an orange ; at 6, 
breakfast; 6.10, to work; which lasts till, at 10.30, 
Austin comes for his history lecture ; this is rather 
dispiriting, but education must be gone about in 
faith — and charity, both cf which pretty nigh 
failed me to-day about (of all things) Carthage ; 

II, luncheon ; after luncheon in my mother’s room, 

I read Chapter XXIII. of The Wrecker , then Belle, 
Lloyd, and I go up and make music furiously till 
about 2 (I suppose), when I turn into work again 
till 4 ; fool from 4 to half-past, tired out ana 
waiting for the bath hour ; *4.30, bath ; 4.40, eat 
two heavenly mangoes on the verandah, and see 
the boys arrive with the oack-horses ; 5, dinner; 
smoke, chat on verandah, men hand of cards, and 
at last at 8 come up to my room with a pint of 
beer and a hard biscuit, which I am now consum- 
ing, and as soon as they are consumed I shall 
turn in. 

Such are the innocent days of this ancient 
and outworn sportsman ; to-day there was no 
weeding, usually there is however, edged in 
somewhere. My books for the moment are a 
crib to Phaedo, and the second book of Mon- 
taigne ; and a little while back I was reading 
Frederic Harrison, ‘Choice of Books/ etc. — very 
good indeed, a great deal of sense and knowledge 
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1891 in the volume, and some very true stuff, contra 
Carlyle, about the eighteenth century. A hideous 
idea came over me that perhaps Harrison is now 
getting old \ Perhaps you are. Perhaps I am. 
Oh, this infidelity must be stared firmly down. 
I am about twenty-three — say twenty-eight ; you 
about thirty, or, by’r lady, thirty-four; and as 
Harrison belongs to the same generation, there 
is no good bothering about him. 

Here has just been a fine alert ; I gave my wife 
a dose of chlorodyne. ‘ Something wrong/ says 
she. ‘Nonsense/ said I. ‘Embrocation/ said 
she. I smelt it, and — it sfoelt very funny. ‘ I 
think it’s just gone bad, and to-morrow will tell.* 
Proved to be so. 


Wednesday. 

History of T uesday. -j,- Woke at usual time, very 
little work, for I was tired, and had a job for the 
evening — to wrjte parts for a new instrument, a 
violin. Lunch, chat, and up to my place to prac- 
tise ; but there was no practising for me — my 
flageolet was gone wrong, and I had to take it 
all to pieces, clean it, and put it up again. As 
this is a most intricate job — the thing dissolves 
into seventeen separate members, most of these 
have to be fitted on their individual springs as 
fine as needles, and sometimes two at once with 
the springs shoving different ways — it took me 
till two. Then Lloyd and I rode forth on our 
errands ; first to Motootua, where we had a really 
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instructive conversation on weeds and grasses. 1891 
Thence down to Apia, whe^e we bought a fresh 0ct * 
bottle of chlorodyne and conversed on politics. 

My visit to the King, which I thought at the time 
a particularly nugatory and even schoolboy step, 
and only consented to because I had held the reins so 
tight over my little band before, has raised a deuce 
of a row — new proclamation, no one is to inter- 
view the sacred puppet without consuls’ permission, 
two days' notice, and an approved interpreter — 
read (I suppose) spy. Then back ; I should have 
said I was trying the new horse ; a taliish piebald, 
bought from the circus; he proved steady and 
safe, but in very bad condition, and not so much 
the wild Arab steed of the ctesert as had been 
supposed. The height of his back, after com- 
modious Jack, astonished me, and I had a great 
consciousness of exercise aid florid action, as I 
posted to his long, emphatic trot. We had to 
ride back easy ; even so he was hot and blown ; 
and when we set a boy to lead him to and fro, 
our last character for sanity perished. We re- 
turned just neat for dinner ; and in the evening 
our violinist arrived, a young lady, no great 
virtuoso truly, but plucky, industrious, and a good 
reader; and we played five pieces with huge 
amusement, and broke up at nine. This morning 
I have read a splendid piece of Montaigne, written 
this page of letter, and now turn to the Wrecker . 

Wednesday — November 16th or 17th — and I am 
ashamed to say mail day. The Wrecker is finished, 
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1891 that is the best of my news ; it goes by this mail 

Oct to Scribner's ; and I honestly think it a good yarn 
on the whole and of its measly kind. The part 
that is genuinely good is Nares, the American 
sailor ; that is a genuine figure ; had there been 
more Nares it would have been a better book ; but 
of course it didn't set up to be a book, only a 
long tough yarn with some pictures of the 
manners of to-day in the greater world — not the 
shoddy sham world of cities, clubs, and colleges, 
but the world where men still live a man's life. 
The worst of my news is the influenza ; Apia is 
devastate ; the shops close*d, a ball put off, etc. 
As yet we have not had it at Vailima, and, who 
knows? we may q^bape. None of us go down, 
but of course the boys come and go. 

Your letter had the# most wonderful ‘ I told you 
so * I ever heard in the course of my life. Why, 
you madman, I wouldn’t change my present 
installation for any post, dignity, honour, or 
advantage conceivable to me. It fills the bill ; I 
have the loveliest time. And as for wars and 
rumours of wars, you surely know enough of me to 
be aware that I like that also a thousand times 
better than decrepit peace in Middlesex ? I do 
not quite like politics ; 1 am too aristocratic, I 
fear, for that God knows I don't care who I 
chum with ; perhaps like sailors best ; but to go 
round and sue and sneak to keep a crowd 
together — never. My imagination, which is not 
the least damped by the idea of having my head 
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cut off in the bush, recoils aghast from the idea of 1891 
a life like Gladstone’s, and the shadow of the ^ ct * 
newspaper chills me to the hone. Hence my late 
eruption was interesting, but not what I like. 

All else suits me in this (killed a mosquito) Ai 
abode. 

About politics. A determination was come to 
by the President that he had been an idiot ; 
emissaries came to G. and me to kiss and be 
friends. My man proposed I should have a 
personal interview ; I said it was quite useless, 

I had nothing to say ; I had offered him 
the chance to inform me, had pressed it on 
him, and had been very unpleasantly received, 
and now ‘Time was.’ Thon it was decided 
that I was to be made a culprit against 
Germany ; the German Uaptain — a delightful 
fellow and our constant visitor — wrote to say that 
as * a German officer ’ he could not come even to 
say farewell. We all wrote back in the most 
friendly spirit, telling him (politely) that some of 
these days he would be sorry, and we should be 
delighted to see our friend again. Since then I 
have seen no German shadow. 

Mataafa has been proclaimed a rebel ; the 
President did this act, and then resigned. By 
singular good fortune, Mataafa has not yet moved ; 
no thanks to our idiot governors. They have 
shot their bolt ; they have made a rebel of the only 
man {to their own knowledge , on the report of their 
own spy) who held the rebel party in check ; and 
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1S91 having thus called on war to fall, they can do no 
more, sit equally ‘ expertes * of vis and counsel, 
regarding their handiwork. It is always a cry 
with these folk that he (Mataafa) had no ammu- 
nition. I always said it would be found ; and we 
know of five boat-loads that have found their way 
to Malie already. Where there are traders, there 
will be ammunition ; aphorism by R. L. S. 

Now what am I to do next ? 

Lives of the Stevensons? Historia Samoae? 
A History for Children ? Fiction ? I have had 
two hard months at fiction ; I want a change. 
Stevensons? I am expecting some more material; 
perhaps better wait. Samoa ; rather tempting ; 
might be useful t© the islands — and to me ; for 
it will be written in admirable temper; I have 
never agreed with anf/ party, and see merits and 
excuses in all ; shoulxl do it (if I did) very slackly 
and easily, as if half in conversation. History for 
Children ? This flows from my lessons to Austin ; 
no book is any good. The best I have seen is 
Freeman’s Old English History ; but his style is 
so rasping, and a child can learn more, if he’s 
clever. I found my sketch of general Aryan 
History, given in conversation, to have been 
practically correct— at least what I mean is, Free- 
man had very much the same stuff in his early 
chapters, only not so much, and I thought not so 
well placed ; and the child remembered some of 
it Now the difficulty is to give this general idea 
of main place, growth, and movement ; it is need- 
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ful to tack it on a yarn. Now Scotch is the only 1891 

History I know ; it is the only history reasonably 0ct 

tepresented in my library ; it is a very good one for 
my purpose, owing to two civilisations having been 
face to face throughout — or rather Reman civilisa- 
tion face to face with our ancient barbaric life and 
government, down to yesterday, to 1750 anyway. 

But the Tales of a Grandfather stand in my 
way ; I am teaching them to Austin now, and 
they have all Scott’s defects and all Scott’s 
hopeless merit. I cannot compete with that ; and 
yet, so far as regards teaching History, how he 
has missed his chances*! I think I ’ll tiy ; I really 
have some historic sense, I feel that in my bones. 

Then there’s another thing. \ Scott never knew 
the Highlands ; he was always a Borderer. He 
has missed that whole, long, strange, pathetic 
story of our savages, and, b Aides, his style is not 
very perspicuous to childhood. Gad, I think I ’ll 
have a flutter. Buridan’s Ass ! Whether to go, 
what to attack. Must go to other letters ; shall 
add to this, if I have time. 
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Nov. 


XIII 


Nov. 2$(h, 1891. 

My dear Colvin, my dear Colvin, — I 
wonder how often I 'm going to write it. In spite 
of the loss of three days, as I have to tell, and a 
lot of weeding and cacao planting, I have finished 
since the mail left four chapters, forty-eight pages 
of my Samoa history. It is true that the first 
three had been a good deal drafted two years 
ago, but they had alllo be written and re-written, 
and the fourth chapter is all new. Chapter I. 
Elements of Discord — Native. II. Elements of 
Discord — Foreign, ill. The Success of Laupepa. 
IV. Brandeis. v. Wiil probably be called ‘The 
Rise of Mataafa.’ VI. Furor Consulates — a devil 
of a long chapter, vil. Stuebel the Pacificator. 

VIII. Government under the Treaty of Berlin. 

IX. Practical Suggestions. Say three-sixths of 
it are done, maybe more ; by this mail five 
chapters should go, and that should be a good 
half of it ; say sixty pages. And if you consider 
that I sent by last mail the end of the Wrecker , 
coming on for seventy or eighty pages, and the mail 
before that the entire Tale of the Beach of Falesd, 
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I do not think I can be accused of idleness. This 1891 
is my season ; I often work six and se\'en, and Nov - 
sometimes eight hours ; and the same day I am 
perhaps weeding or planting for an hour or two 
more — and I daresay you know what hard work 
weeding is — and it all agrees with me at this 
time of the year — like — like idleness, if a man of 
my years could be idle. 

My first visit to Apia was a shock to me ; 
every second person the ghost of lnmself, and the 
place reeking with infection. But I have not got 
the thing yet, and hope to escape. This shows 
how much stronger I am ; think of me flitting 
through a town of influenza patients seemingly 
unscathed. We are all on thexacao planting. 

The next day my wife ajid I rode over to the 
German plantation, Vailel^ whose manager is 
almost the only German left to speak to us. 
Seventy labourers down with influenza! It is a 
lovely ride, half-way down our mountain towards 
Apia, then turn to the right, ford the river, and 
three miles of solitary grass and cocoa palms, to 
where the sea beats and the wild wind blows 
unceasingly about the plantation house. On the 
way down Fanny said, ‘ Now what would you do 
if you saw Colvin coming up ? ’ 

Next day we rode down to Apia to make calls. 

Yesterday the mail came, and the fat was in the 
fire. 
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Nov. 29 th? 

1891 Book} All right I must say I like your order. 

Nov. And the papers are some of them up to dick, and 
no mistake. I agree with you the lights seem a 
little turned down. The truth is, I was far 
through (if you understand Scots), and came 
none too soon to the South Seas, where I was to 
recover peace of body and mind. No man but 
myself knew all my bitterness in those days. 
Remember that, the next time you think I regret 
my exile. And however low the lights are, the 
stuff is true, and I belieye the more effective ; 
after all, what I wish to fight is the best fought 
by a rather cheerless presentation of the truth. 
The world must return some day to the word duty, 
and be done with thp word reward. There are 
no rewards, and plei^y duties. And the sooner a 
man sees that and acts upon it like a gentleman 
or a fine old barbarian, the better for himself. 

There is my usual puzzle about publishers. 
Chatto ought to have it, as he has all the other 
essays ; these all belong to me, and Chatto 
publishes on terms. Longman has forgotten the 
terms we are on ; let him look up our first corre- 
spondence, and he will see I reserved explicitly, 
as was my habit, the right to republish as I 
choose. Had the same arrangement with Henley, 

1 Across the Plains. The papers specially referred to in the 
next lines are those written at Saranac Lake in the winter of 
1887*8, including A Letter to a Young Gentleman , Putins et 
Umbra, A Christmas Sermon . 
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Magazine of Art, and with Tulloch, Fraser’s — 1801 

For any necessary note or preface, it would be a Nov - 
real service if you would undertake the duty 
yourself. I should love a preface by you, as 
short or as long as you choose, three sentences, 
thirty pages, the thing I should like is your name. 

And the excuse of my great distance seems 
sufficient. I shall return with this the sheets 
corrected as far as I have them ; the rest I will 
leave, if you will, to you entirely ; let it be your 
book, and disclaim what you dislike in the preface. 

You can say it was at my eager prayer. I should 
say I am the less wiHing to pass Chatto ~wer, 
because he behaved the other day in a very hand- 
some manner. He asked leav^to reprint Damien ; 

I gave it to him as a present, explaining I could 
receive no emolument for aWrsonal attack. And 
he took out my share of promts, and sent them in 
my name to the Leper Fund. I could not bear 
after that to take from him any of that class of 
books which I have always given him. Tell him 
the same terms will do, Clark to print, uniform 
with the others. 

I have lost all the days since this letter began 
re-handling Chapter iv. of the Samoa racket. I 
do not go in for literature ; address myself to 
sensible people rather than to sensitive. And, 
indeed, it is a kind of journalism, I have no right 
to dally ; if it is to help, it must come soon. In 
two months from now it shall be done, and should 
be published in the course of March. I propose 
H 
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1891 Cassell gets it. I am going to call it * A Footnote 

Nov. to History : Eight Years of Trouble in Samoa/ I 
believe. I recoil from serious names; they seem so 
much too pretentious for a pamphlet. It will be 
about the size of Treasure Island \ I believe. Of 
course, as you now know, my case of conscience 
cleared itself off, and I began my intervention 
directly to one of the parties. The other, the 
Chief Justice, I am to inform of my book the first 
occasion. God knows if the book will do any good 
— or harm ; but I judge it right to try. There is 
one man’s life certainly involved ; and it may be 
all our lives. I must not stand and slouch, but do 
my best as best I can. But you may conceive 
the difficulty of a history extending to the present 
week, at least, an$ where almost all the actors 
upon all sides are oL my personal acquaintance. 
The only way is to jjage slowly, and write boldly, 
and leave the issue to fate. ... I am far indeed 
from wishing to confine myself to creative work ; 
that is a loss, the other repairs ; the one chance 
for a man, and, above all, for one who grows 
elderly, ahem, is to vary drainage and repair. 
That is the one thing I understand — the cultiva- 
tion of the shallow solum of my brain. But I 
would rather, from soon on, be released from the 
obligation to write. In five or six years this 
plantation — suppose it and us still to exist — 
should pretty well support us and pay wages; 
not before, and already the six years seem long 
to me. If literature were but a pastime ! 
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I have interrupted myself to write tiie necessary 1S91 
notification to the Chief Justice. Nov ’ 

I see in looking up Longman’s letter that it 
was as usual the letter of an obliging gentleman * 
so do not trouble him with my reminder. I wish 
all my publishers were net so nice. And I have 
a fourth and a fifth baying at my heels , but for 
these, of course, they must go wanting. 


Dec. 2nd. 

No answer from the Chief Justice, which is like Dec. 
him, but surely very wrong in such a case. The 
lunch bell! I have* been off work, p 1 ying 
patience and weeding all morning. Yesterday 
and the day before I drafted eleven and revised 
nine pages of Chapter v., and the truth is, I was 
extinct by lunch-time, and^)layed patience sourly 
the rest of the day. To-ikorrow or next day I 
hope to go in again and win. Lunch 2nd Bell. 


Dec. 2nd, afternoon, 

I have kept up the idleness ; blew on the pipe 
to Belle's piano ; then had a ride in the forest all 
by my nainsel ; back and piped again, and now 
dinner nearing. Take up this sheet with nothing 
to say. The weird figure of Faauma is in the 
room washing my windows, in a black lavalava 
(kilt) with a red handkerchief hanging from 
round her neck between her breasts ; not another 
stitch ; her hair close cropped and oiled ; when 
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1891 she first came here she was an angelic little 
Dee. stripling, but she is now in full flower — or 
half-flower — and grows buxom. As I write, I 
hear her wet cloth moving and grunting with 
some industry ; for I had a word this day with 
her husband on the matter of work and meal- 
time, when she is always late. And she has a 
vague reverence for Papa, as she and her enor- 
mous husband address me when anything is 
wrong. Her husband is Lafaele, sometimes called 
the archangel, of whom I have writ you often. 
Rest of our household, Talolo, cook ; Pulu, kitchen 
boy, good, steady, industribus lads ; Henry, back 
again from Savaii, where his love affair seems not 
to have prospered, ^vith what looks like a spear- 
wound in the back of his head, of which Mr. 
Reticence says nothi/g ; Si mi, Manuele, and two 
other labourers out-Coors. Lafaele is provost of 
the live-stock, whereof now, three milk-cows, one 
bull-calf, one heifer, Jack, Macfarlane, the mare, 
Harold, Tifaga Jack, Donald and Edinburgh — 
seven horses — O, and the stallion — eight horses ; 
five cattle ; total, if my arithmetic be correct, 
thirteen head of beasts ; I don’t know how the 
pigs stand, or the ducks, or the chickens ; but 
we get a good many eggs, and now and again a 
duckling or a chickling for the table ; the pigs 
are more solemn, and appear only on birthdays 
and sich. 
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Monday \ Du . 7. 

On Friday morning abort eleven 1500 cacao 1891 

seeds arrived, and we set to and toiled from Dec 

twelve that day to six, and went to bed pretty 
tired. Next day I got about an hour and a half 
at my History, and was at it again by £.10, and 
except au hour for lunch kept at it till four P.M. 
Yesterday, I did some History in the morning, 
and slept most of the afternoon ; and to-day, being 
still averse from physical labour, and the mail 
drawing nigh, drew out of the squad, and finished 
for press the fifth chapter of my History ; fifty- 
nine pages in one month ; which (you will allow 
me to say) is a devil of a large order ; it means 
at least 177 pages of writing ; 89,000 words ! and 
hours going to and fro amoi^g my notes. However, 
this is the way it has to be Sone ; the job must be 
done fast, or it is of no use. And it is a curious 
yarn. Honestly, I think people should be amused 
and convinced, if they could be at the pains to 
look at such a damned outlandish piece of 
machinery, which of course they won't. And 
much I care. 

When I was filling baskets all Saturday, in my 
dull mulish way, perhaps the slowest worker there, 
surely the most particular, and the only one that 
never looked up or knocked off, I could not but 
think I should have been sent on exhibition as an 
example to young literary men. Here is how to 
learn to write, might be the motto. You should 
have seen us ; the verandah was like an Irish 
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1891 bog ; our hands and faces were bedaubed with 
1>cc ' soil ; and Faauma was supposed to have struck 

the right note when she remarked (d propos of 
nothing), * Too much eleele (soil) for me!* The 
cacao (you must understand) has to be planted at 
first in baskets of plaited cocoa-leaf. From four 
to ten natives were plaiting these in the wood- 
shed. Four boys were digging up soil and bring- 
ing It by the boxful to the verandah. Lloyd 
and I and Belle, and sometimes S. (who came to 
bear a hand), were filling the baskets, removing 
stones and lumps of clay * Austin and Faauma 
carried them when full to Fanny, who planted a 
seed in each, and then set them, packed close, in 
the corners of the verandah. From twelve on 
Friday till five P.M. of Saturday we planted the 
first 1500, and more^chan 700 of a second lot. 
You cannot dream how filthy we were, and we 
were all properly tired. They are all at it again 
to-day, bar Belle and me, not required, and glad 
to be out of it. The Chief Justice has not yet 
replied, and I have news that he received my 
letter. What a man ! 

I have gone crazy over Bourget’s Sensations 
d'ltalie ; hence the enclosed dedication, 1 a mere 
cry of gratitude for the best fun I Ve had over a 
new book this ever so ! 


1 For the volume Across the Plains . 
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Tuesday , Dec . 1891. 

SIR, — I have the honour to report further ex- 
plorations of the course of the river Vaea, with 
accompanying sketch plan. The party under my 
command consisted of one horse, and was ex- 
tremely insubordinate and mutinous, ow :, ^g to 
not being used to go into the bush, and being 
half-broken anyway — and that the wrong half. 
The route indicated for nvy party was up the bed 
of the so-called river Vaea, which I accordingly 
followed to a distance of perhaps two or three 
furlongs eastward from the house of Vailima, 
where the stream being quite dry, the bush thick, 
and the ground very difficult, I decided to leave 
the main body of the force under my command 
tied to a tree, and push on myself with the point 
of the advance guard, consisting of one man. 
The valley had become very narrow and airless ; 
foliage close shut above ; dry bed of the stream 
much excavated, so that I passed under fallen 
trees without stooping. Suddenly it turned 
sharply to the north, at right angles to its former 
direction ; I heard living water, and came in view 
of a tall face of rock and the stream spraying 

ns 
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Dec. 
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1891 down it ; it might have been climbed, but it would 
Dec have been dangerous, and I had to make my way 
up the steep earth banks, where there is nowhere 
any footing for man, only for trees, which made 
the rounds of my ladder. I was near the top of 
this climb, which was very hot and steep, and the 
pulses were buzzing all over my body, when I 



made sure there was one external sound in my 
ears, and paused to listen. No mistake ; a sound 
of a mill-wheel thundering, I thought, close by, 
yet below me, a huge mill-wheel, yet not going 
steadily, but with a schottische movement, and at 
each fresh impetus shaking the mountain. There, 
where I was, I just put down the sound to the 
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mystery of the bush ; where no sound now sur- 
prises me — and any sound alarms ; I only thought 
it would give Jack a fine iright, down where he 
stood tied to a tree by himself, and he was badly 
enough scared when i left him. The good folks 
at home identified it ; it was a shaip earthquake. 

At the top of the climb I made my way again 
to the water-course ; it is here running steady 
and pretty full ; strange these intermittencies — 
and just a little below the main stream is quite 
dry, and all the original brook has gone down 
some lava gallery of the mountain — and just a 
little further below, it ‘begins picking up from the 
left hand in little boggy tributaries, and in the 
inside of a hundred yards has grown a brook 
again. 1 The general course of the brook was, I 
guess, S.E. ; the valley* still very deep and 
whelmed in w'ood. It seemed a swindle to have 
made so sheer a climb and still find yourself at 

1 As to this peculiar intcrmittency of the Samoan streams, full 
in their upper course, but below in many places dry or lost, com- 
pare the late Lord Pembroke’s South Sea Bubbles , p. 212 : — * One 
odd thing connected with these ravines is the fact that the higher 
you go the more water you find. Unlike the Thames, which 
begins, I believe, in half a mile of dusty lane, and expands in its 
brimming breadth as it approaches the sea, a Samoan stream 
begins in bubbling plenty and ends in utter drought a mile or two 
from the salt water. Gradually as you ascend you become more 
and more hopeful ; moist patches of sand appear here and there, 
then tiny pools that a fallen leaf might cover, then larger ones 
with little thread-like runs of water between them ; larger and 
larger, till at last you reach some hard ledge of trap, over which a 
glorious stream gurgles and splashes into a pool ample enough for 
the bath of an elephant.’ 


189T 

Dec. 
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1891 the bottom of a well. But gradually the thing 

Dec * seemed to shallow, the trees to seem poorer and 
smaller ; I could see more and more of the silver 
sprinkles of sky among the foliage, instead of the 
sombre piling up of tree behind tree. And here 
I had two scares — first, away up on my right 
hand I heard a bull low ; I think it was a bull 
from the quality of the low, which was singularly 
songful and beautiful ; the bulls belong to me, 
but how did I know that the bull was aware of 
that? and my advance guard not being at all 
properly armed, we advanced with great pre- 
caution until I was satisfied that I was passing 
eastward of the enemy. It was during this period 
that a pool of the river suddenly boiled up in my 
face in a little fountain. It was in a very dreary, 
marshy part among dilapidated trees that you 
see through holes in the trunks of ; and if any 
kind of beast or elf or devil had come out of that 
sudden silver ebullition, I declare I do not think 
I should have been surprised. It was perhaps a 
thing as curious — a fish, with which these head 
waters of the stream are alive They arc some of 
them as long as my finger, should be easily caught 
in these shallows, and some day I ’ll have a dish 
of them. 

Very soon after I came to where the stream 
collects in another banana swamp, with the bananas 
bearing well. Beyond, the course is again quite 
dry; it mounts with a sharp turn a very steep 
face of the mountain, and then stops*' abruptly 
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at the lip of a plateau, T suppose the top of Vaea 1S91 
mountain : plainly no more springs here — there 
was no smallest furrow of a watercourse beyond 
— and my task might be said to be accomplished. 

But such is the animated spirit in the service that 
the whole advance guard expressed a sentiment 
of disappointment that an exploration, so far 
successfully conducted, should come to a stop in 
the most promising view of fresh successes. And 
though unprovided either with compass or cutlass, 
it was determined to push some way along the 
plateau, marking ouf direction by the laborious 
process of bending down, sitting upon, anu thus 
breaking the wild cocoanut trees. This was the 
less regretted by all from a delightful discovery 
made of a huge banyan gfowing here in the bush, 
with flying-buttressed flying buttresses, and huge 
arcs of trunk hanging high overhead and trailing 
down new complications of root I climbed some 
way up what seemed the original beginning ; it was 
easier to climb than a ship’s rigging, even rattled ; 
everywhere there was foot-hold and hand-hold. 

It was judged wise to return and rally the main 
body, who had now been left alone for perhaps 
forty minutes in the bush. 

The return was effected in good order, but un- 
happily I only arrived (like so many other ex- 
plorers) to find my main body or rear-guard in a 
condition of mutiny ; the work, it is to be supposed, 
of terror. It is right I should tell you the Vaea 
has a bad name, an aitu fafine — female devil of 
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1891 the woods — succubus — haunting it, and doubtless 

Dcc * Jack had heard of her ; perhaps, during my 
absence, saw her ; lucky Jack ! Anyway, he was 
neither to hold nor to bind, and finally, after 
nearly smashing me by accident, and from mere 
scare and insubordination several times, deliber- 
ately set in to kill me ; but poor Jack I the tree he 
selected for that purpose was a banana ! I jumped 
off and gave him the heavy end of my whip over 
the buttocks ! Then I took and talked in his ear 
in various voices ; you should have heard my alto 
— it was a dreadful, devilish note — I knew Jack 
knew it was an aitu. Then I mounted him again, 
and he carried me fairly steadily. He *11 learn 
yet. He has to learn to trust absolutely to his 
rider ; till he does, the risk is always great in 
thick bush, where a fellow must try different 
passages, and put back and forward, and pick his 
way by hair’s-breadths. 

The expedition returned to Vailima in time to 
receive the visit of the R. C. Bishop. He is a 
superior man, much above the average of priests. 

Thursday . 

Yesterday the same expedition set forth to the 
southward by what is known as Carruthers* Road. 
At a fallen tree which completely blocks the way, 
the main body was as before left behind, and the 
advance guard of one now proceeded with the ex- 
ploration. At the great tree known as Mepi Tree , 
after Maben the surveyor, the expedition struck 
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forty yards due west till it struck the top of a 1891 
steep bank which it descended. The whole Dec * 

bottom of the ravine is tilled vrith sharp lava 
blocks quite unrolled and very difficult and 
dangerous to walk among ; no water in the course, 
scarce any sign of water. And yet surely water 
must have made this bold cutting in the plateau. 

And if so, why is the lava sha r p ? My science 
gave out ; but I could not tut think it ominous 
and volcanic. The course of the stream was 
tortuous, but with a resultant direction a little by 
west of north ; the sides the whole way exceeding 
steep, the expedition buried under fathoms of 
foliage. Presently water appeared in the bottom, 
a good quantity ; perhaps thirty or forty cubic 
feet, with pools and waterfalls. A tree that stands 
all along the banks her? must be very fond of 
water ; its roots lie close-packed down the stream, 
like hanks of guts, so as to make often a corrugated 
walk, each root ending in a blunt tuft of filaments, 
plainly to drink water. Twice there came in 
small tributaries from the left or western side — 
the whole plateau having a smartish inclination 
to the east ; one of the tributaries in a handsome 
little web of silver hanging in the forest. Twice I 
was startled by birds ; one that barked like a 
dog ; another that whistled loud ploughman's 
signals, so that I vow I was thrilled, and thought 
I had fallen among runaway blacks, and regretted 
my cutlass which I had lost and left behind while 
taking bearings. A good many fishes in the 
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1891 brook, and many cray-fish ; one of the last with a 
queer glow-worm head. Like all our brooks, the 
water is pure as air, and runs over red stones like 
rubies. The foliage along both banks very thick 
and high, the place close, the walking exceedingly 
laborious. By the time the expedition reached 
the fork, it was felt exceedingly questionable 
whether the moral of the force were sufficiently 
good to undertake more extended operations. A 
halt was called, the men refreshed with water and 
a bath, and it was decided at a drumhead council 
of war to continue the descent of the Embassy 
Water straight for Vailima whither the expedi- 
tion returned, in rather poor condition, and wet to 
the waist, about 4. P.M. 

Thus in two days the two main watercourses of 
this country have been pretty thoroughly ex- 
plored, and I conceive my instructions fully 
carried out. The main body of the second ex- 
pedition was brought back by another office** 
despatched for that purpose from Vailima. Cas- 
ualties : one horse wounded ; one man bruised ; 
no deaths — as yet, but the bruised man feels 
to-day as if his case was mighty serious. 

Dec. 25, ’91. 

Your note with a very despicable bulletin of 
health arrived only yesterday, the mail being a day 
behind. It contained also the excellent Times 
article, which was a sight for sore eyes. I am 
still taboo ; the blessed Germans will have none of 
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me ; and I only hope they may enjoy the 2 tmes 1891 

article. Tis my revenge ! I wish you had sent r>ec * 

the letter too, as I have no copy, and do not even 
know what I wrote the last day, with a bad head- 
ache, and the mail going out However, it must 
have been about right, for the Times article was 
in the spirit I wished to arouse. I hope we can 
get rid of the man before it is too late. He has 
set the natives to war ; but the natives, by Gcd’s 
blessing, do not want to fight, and I think it will 
fizzle out — no thanks to the man who tried to start 
it. But I did not mean to drift into these politics ; 
rather to tell you what I have done since I last 
wrote. 

Well, I worked away at my History for awhile, 
and only got one chapter done ; no doubt this 
spate of work is pretty ldlv now, and will be soon 
dry ; but, God bless you, what a lot I have accom- 
plished ; Wrecker done, Beach of Falcsa done, half 
th z History : cest ttonnant. (I hear from Burlin- 
game, by the way, that he likes the end of the 
Wrecker ; 'tis certainly a violent, dark yarn with 
interesting, plain turns of Human nature), then 
Lloyd and I went down to live in Haggard’s 
rooms, where Fanny presently joined us. Hag- 
gard's rooms are in a strange old building — old 
for Samoa, and has the effect of the antique like 
some strange monastery ; I would tell you more 
of it, but I think I 'm going to use it in a tale. 

The annexe close by had its door sealed ; poor 
Dowdney lost at sea in a schooner. The place Is 
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1891 haunted. The vast empty sheds, the empty store, 
Dec. the airless, hot, long, low rooms, the claps of wind 
that set everything flying — a strange uncanny 
house to spend Christmas in. 


Jan, 1st , ’92. 

1892 For a day or two I have sat close and wrought 

Jan. hard at the History , and two more chapters are all 

but done. About thirty pages should go by this 
mail, which is not what should be, but all 1 could 
overtake. Will any one ever read it? I fancy 
not ; people don’t read history for reading, but for 
education and display — and who desires educa- 
tion in the history of Samoa, with no population, 
no past, no future, or the exploits of Mataafa, 
Malietoa, and Consul* Knappe ? Colkitto and 
Galasp are a trifle to it. Well, it can’t be helped, 
and it must be done, and, better or worse, it ’s 
capital fun. There are two to whom I have not 
been kind — German Consul Becker and English 
Captain Hand, R.N. 

On Dec. 30th I rode down with Belle to go to 
(if you please) the Fancy Ball. When I got to 
the beach, I found the barometer was below 29 0 , 
the wind still in the east and steady, but a huge 
offensive continent of clouds and vapours forming 
to leeward. It might be a hurricane ; I dared not 
risk getting caught away from my work, and, 
leaving Belle, returned at once to Vailima. Next 
day — yesterday — it was a tearer ; we had storm 
shutters up ; I sat in my room and wrote by lamp- 
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light — ten pages, if you please, seven c f them 1892 
draft, and some of these compiled from as many J" 1 * 
as seven different and conflicting authorities, so 
that was a brave day^ work. About two a huge 
tree fell within sixty paces of our house ; a little 
after, a second went ; and we sent cut bovs with 
axes and cut down a third, which *vas too near the 
house, and buckling like a fishing rod. At dinner 
we had the front door closed and shuttered, the 
back door open, the lamp lit. The boys in the 
cook-house were all out at the cook-house door, 
where we could see them looking in and smiling. 
Lauilo and Faauma 'waited on us with srnles. 

The excitement was delightful. Some very 
violent squalls came as we sat there, and every one 
rejoiced ; it was impossibly to help it ; a soul of 
putty had to sing. All night it blew ; the roof 
was continually sounding under missiles ; in the 
morning the verandahs were half full of branches 
torn from the forest. There was a last very wild 
squall about six ; the rain, like a thick white smoke, 
flying past the house in volleys, and as swift, it 
seemed, as rifle balls ; all with a strange, strident 
hiss, such as I have only heard before at sea, and, 
indeed, thought to be a marine phenomenon. 

Since then the wind has been falling with a few 
squalls, mostly rain. But our road is impassable 
for horses ; we hear a schooner has been wrecked 
and some native houses blown down in Apia, 
where Belle is still and must remain a prisoner. 

Lucky I returned while I could ! But the great 
I 
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1892 good is this ; much bread-fruit and bananas have 
Jan. been destroyed ; if this be general through the 
islands, famine will be imminent ; and whoever 
blows the coals , there can be no war \ Do I then 
prefer a famine to a war ? you ask. Not always, 
but just now. I am sure the natives do not want 
a war ; I am sure a war would benefit no one but 
the white officials, and I believe we can easily 
meet the famine — or at least that it can be met 
That would give our officials a legitimate oppor- 
tunity to cover their past errors. 


Jan. 2nd. 

I woke this morning to find the blow quite 
ended. The heaven wis all a mottled gray ; even 
the east quite colourless ; the downward slope of 
the island veiled in wafts of vapour, blue like 
smoke ; not a leaf stirred on the tallest tree; only, 
three miles away below me on the barrier reef, I 
could see the individual breakers curl and fall, and 
hear their conjunct roaring rise, as it still rises at 
I P.M., like the roar of a thoroughfare close by. I 
did a good morning’s work, correcting and clarify- 
ing my draft, and have now finished for press eight 
chapters, ninety-one pages, of this piece of journa- 
lism. Four more chapters, say fifty pages, remain 
to be done ; I should gain my wager and finish 
this volume in three months, that is to say, the end 
should leave me per February mail ; I cannot 
receive it back till the mail of April. Yes, it can 
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be out in time; pray God that it be in time to 189a 
help. fa- 

llow do journalists fetch up then drivel ? 

I aim only at clearness and the most obvious 
finish, positively at no higher degree of merit, not 
even at brevity — I am sure it could have been all 
done, witn double the time, in two-thirds of the 
space. And yet it has taken me two months to 
write 45,500 words ; and, be damned to my wicked 
prowess, I am proud of the exploit ! The real 
journalist must be a man not of brass only, but 
bronze. Chapter IX. .gapes for me, but I shrink 
on the margin, and go on chattering to you. This 
last part will be much less offensive (strange to 
say) to the Germans. It is Becker they will never 
forgive me for ; Knappe Itpity and do not dislike; 

Becker I scorn and abominate. Here is the 
tableau. I. Elements of Discord : Native. II. 
Elements of Discord : Foreign. III. The Sorrows 
of Laupepa. iv. Brandeis. v. The Battle of 
Matautu. VI. Last Exploits of Becker. VII. 

The Samoan Camps. VIII. Affairs of Lautii and 
Fangalii. IX. ‘ Furor Consularis! x. The Hurri- 
cane. XI. Stuebel Recluse. XII. The Present 
Government. I estimate the whole roughly at 
70,000 words. Should anybody ever dream of 

reading it, it would be found amusing. ~~~ 

= 233 printed pages; a respectable little five-bob 
volume, to bloom unread in shop windows. After 
that, I'll have a spank at fiction. And rest? I 
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1892 shall rest in the grave, or when I come to Italy. 

Jan. if on jy t h e public will continue to support me ! I 
lost my chance not dying ; there seems blooming 
little fear of it now. I worked close on five hours 
this morning ; the day before, close on nine ; and 
unless I finish myself off with this letter, I ’ll have 
another hour and a half, or aiblins twa y before 
dinner. Poor man, how you must envy me, as 
you hear of these orgies of work, and you scarce 
able for a letter. But Lord, Colvin, how lucky the 
situations are not reversed, for I have no situation, 
nor am fit for any. Life is, a steigh brae. Here, 
have at Knappe, and no more clavers ! 

3 rd - 

There was never any man had so many irons 
in the fire, except Jin¥ Pinkerton. 1 I forgot to 
mention I have the most gallant suggestion from 
Lang, with an offer of MS. authorities, which turns 
my brain. It’s all about the throne of Poland 
and buried treasure in the Mackay country, and 
Alan Breck can figure there in glory. 

Yesterday, J. and I set off to Blacklock's 
(American Consul) who lives not far from that 
little village I have so often mentioned a^ lying 
between us and Apia. I had some questions to 
ask him for my History ; thence we must proceed 
to Vailele, where I had also to cross-examine the 
plantation manager about the battle there. We 
went by a track I had never before followed down 
x In The Wrecker. As to the story thus suggested by Mr. 
Andrew Lang, see below, pp. 154, 173-75. 
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the hill to Vaisigano, which flows here in a deep 
valley, and was unusually full, so that the horses J* 11 * 
trembled in the ford. The whole bottom of the 
valley is full of various streams posting between 
strips of forest with a brave sound of waters. In 
one place we had a glimpse of a fall some way 
higher up, and then sparkling in sunlight in the 
midst of the green valley. Then up by a winding 
path scarce accessible to a horse for steepness, to 
the other side, and the open cocoanut glades of 
the plantation. Here we rode fast, did a mighty 
satisfactory afternoon’s work at the plantation 
house, and still faster back. On the return Jack 
fell with me, but got up again ; when I felt him 
recovering I gave him his head, and he shoved his 
foot through the rein ; I got him by the bit how- 
ever, and all was well ; he had mud over all his 
face, but his knees were not broken. We were 
scarce home when the rain began again ; that was 
luck. It is pouring now in torrents ; we are in the 
height of the bad season. Lloyd leaves along with 
this letter on a change to San Francisco ; he had 
much need of it, but I think this will brace him 
up. I am, as you see, a tower of strength. I can 
remember riding not so far and not near so fast 
when I first came to Samoa, and being shattered 
next day with fatigue ; now I could not tell I have 
done anything ; have re-handled my battle of 
Fangalii according to yesterday's information — 
four pages rewritten ; and written already some 
half-dozen pages of letters, 
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1892 

Jan. 


I observe with disgust that while of yore, when 
I own I was guilty, you never spared me abuse, 
but now, when I am so virtuous, where is the 
praise ? Do admit that I have become an ex- 
cellent letter-writer — at least to you, and that 
your ingratitude is imbecile. — Yours ever, 

R. L. S. 



Jan 3 ix/, ’92. 

My DEAR COLVIN, — No letter at all from you, j%q 2 
and this scratch from me ! Here is a year that Jan. 
opens ill. Lloyd ie off to * the coast ' sick — the 
coast means California over most of the Pacific — I 
have been down all rribnth with influenza, an'* am 
just recovering — I am overlaid with proofs, which 
I am just about half fit to attend to. One of my 
horses died this morning and another is now 
dying on the front lawn — Lloyd’s horse and 
Fanny’s. Such is my quarrel with destiny. But 
I am mending famously, come and go on the 
balcony, have perfectly good nights, and though 
I still cough, have no oppression and no hemor- 
rhage and no fever. So if I can find time and 
courage to add no more, you will know my news 
is not altogether of the worst ; a year or two ago, 
and what a state I should have been in now ! 

Your silence, I own, rather alarms me. But I 
tell myself you have just miscarried ; had you 
been too ill to write, some one would have written 
me. Understand, I send this brief scratch not 
because I am unfit to write more, but because I 
have 58 galleys of the Wrecker and 102 of the 
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1892 Beach of Falesd to get overhauled somehow or 
J an * other in time for the mail, and for three weeks I 
have not touched a pen with my finger. 


Feb. 1 st. 

Feb. The second horse is still alive, but I still think 
dying. The first was buried this morning. My 
proofs are done ; it was a rough two days of it, 
but done. Consummation est ; na umcu I believe 
the Wrecker ends well ; if I know what a good 
yarn is, the last four chapters make a good yarn 
— but pretty horrible. The Beach of Falesd I still 
think well of, but it seems it’s immoral and 
there’s a to-do, and financially it may prove a 
heavy disappointment? The plaintive request 
sent to me, to make the young folks married 
properly before ‘ that night,’ I refused ; you will 
see what would be left of the yarn, had I con- 
sented. 1 This is a poison bad world for the 
romancer, this Anglo-Saxon world ; I usually get 
out of it by not having any women in it at all ; 
but when I remember I had the Treasure of 
Franchard refused as unfit for a family magazine, 
I feel despair weigh upon my wrists. 

As I know you are always interested in novels, 
I must tell you that a new one is now entirely 
planned. It is to be called Sophia Scarlet , and 

1 Editors and publishers had been inclined to shy at the terms 
of the fraudulent marriage contract, which is the pivot of the 
whole story ; see below, Letter xvm. 
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is in two parts. Part I. The Vanilla Planter. 189 * 

Part II. The Overseers. No chapters, I think; 
just two dense blocks of narrative, the first of 
which is purely sentimental, but the second has 
some rows and quarrels, and winds up with an 
explosion, if you please ! I am just burning to 
get at Sophia, but I must do this Samoan 
journalism — that ’s a cuised duty. The first part 
of Sophia, bar the first twenty or thirty pages, 
writes itself ; the second is more difficult, involving 
a good many characters — about ten, I think — who 
have to be kept all njoving, and give the effect of 
a society. I have three women to handL, out 
and well-away ! but only Sophia is in full tone. 
Sophia and two men, Windermere, the Vanilla 
Planter, who dies at the end of Part I., and 
Rainsforth, who only appears in the beginning of 
Part II. The fact is, I blush to own it, but Sophia 
is a regular novel ; heroine and hero, and false 
accusation, and love, and marriage, and all the 
rest of it — all planted in a big South Sea planta- 
tion run by ex- English officers — a la Stewart’s 
plantation in Tahiti. 1 There is a strong under- 
current of labour trade, which gives it a kind of 
Uncle Tom flavour, absit omen l The first start 
is hard ; it is hard to avoid a little tedium here, 
but I think by beginning with the arrival of the 
three Miss Scarlets h6t from school and society 
in England, I may manage to slide in the in- 

1 For a lively account of this plantation and its history, see 
South Sea Bubbles , chap. I. 
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1892 formation. The problem is exactly a Balzac one, 
Fcb< and I wish I had his fist — for I have already a 
better method — the kinetic, whereas he continually 
allowed himself to be Jed into the static. But 
then he had the fist, and the most I can hope is 
to get out of it with a modicum of grace and 
energy, but for sure without the strong impression, 
the full, dark brush. Three people have had it, 
the real creator’s brush : Scott, see much of The 
Antiquary and The Heart of Midlothian (especially 
all round the trial, before, during, and after) — 
Balzac — and Thackeray in Vanity Fair. Every- 
body else either paints thin y or has to stop to 
paint, or paints excitedly, so that you see the 
author skipping before his canvas. Here is a long 
way from poor Sophia Scarlet ! 

This day is published 
Sophia Scarlet 
By 

Robert Lot is Stevenson. 



XVI 


Feb 1892. 

My DEAR COLVIN, — This hu.s been a busyish 
month for a sick man. First, Faauma — the 
bronze candlestick, whom otherwise I called my 
butler — bolted from the bed and bosom of Lafaele, 
the Archangel Hercules, prefect of the cattle. 
There was the deuce; to pay, and Hercules was 
inconsolable, and immediately started out alter a 
new wife, and has had one up on a visit, but says 
she has ‘ no conversation ' ; and I think he will take 
back the erring and possibly repentant candle- 
stick ; whom we all devoutly prefer, as she is not 
only highly decorative, but good-natured, and if 
she does little work makes no rows. I tell this 
lightly, but it really was a heavy business ; many 
were accused of complicity, and Rafael was really 
very sorry. I had to hold beds of justice — literally 
— seated in my bed and surrounded by lying 
Samoans seated on the floor ; and there were 
many picturesque and still inexplicable passages. 
It is hard to reach the truth in these islands. 

The next incident overlapped with this. S. and 
Fanny found three strange horses in the paddock : 
for long now the boys have been forbidden to leave 
their horses here one hour because our grass is 

m 


1892 

Feb. 
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1892 over-grazed. S. came up with the news, and I 

Feb. saw j must now strike a blow. ‘ To the pound 

with the lot/ said I. He proposed taking the 
three himself, but I thought that too dangerous 
an experiment, said I should go too, and hurried 
into my boots so as to show decision taken, in the 
necessary interviews. They came of course — the 
interviews — and I explained what I was going to 
do at huge length, and stuck to my guns. I am 
glad to say the natives, with their usual (purely 
speculative) sense of justice highly approved the 
step after reflection. Meanwhile off went S. and I 
with the three corpora delicti ; and a good job I 
went ! Once, when our circus began to kick, we 
thought all was up ; but we got them down all 
sound in wind and limb. I judged I was much 
fallen off from my Elliott forefathers, who managed 
this class of business with neatness and despatch. 
Half-way down it came on to rain tropic style, 
and I came back from my outing drenched liked 
a drowned man — I was literally blinded as I came 
back among these sheets of water ; and the con- 
sequence was I was laid down with diarrhoea 
and threatenings of Samoa colic for the inside of 
another week. 

I have a confession to make. When I was 
sick I tried to get to work to finish that Samoa 
thing, wouldn’t go ; and at last, in the colic time, 
I slid off into David Balfour } some 50 pages of 

1 The sequel to Kidnapped , published in the following year 
under the title Catriona, 
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which are drafted, and like me well. Really I 1892 

think it is spirited ; and there's a heroine that Fcb * 

(up to now) seems to have attractions : abs m 't 
omen! David, on the whole, seems excellent. 

Alan does not come in till the tenth chapter, and 
I am only at the eighth, so I don’t know if I can 
find him again ; but David is on his feet, and 
doing well, and very much in love, and mixed up 
with the Lord Advocate and the (untitled) Lord 
Lovat, and all manner of great folk. And the 
tale interferes with my eating and sleeping. The 
join is bad ; I have jnot thought to strain too 
much for continuity ; so this part be alive, I all 
be content But there’s no doubt David seems to 
have changed his style, de’il ha’e him ! And much 
I care, if the tale travel ! 


Friday , Feb. ? ? 19 th ? 

Two incidents to-day which I must narrate. 
After lunch, it was raining pitilessly ; we were 
sitting in my mother’s bedroom, and I was read- 
ing aloud Kinglake’s Charge of the Light Brigade, 
and we had just been all seized by the horses 
aligning with Lord George Paget, when a figure 
appeared on the verandah ; a little, slim, small 
figure of a lad, with blond (t\c. limed) hair, a pro- 
pitiatory smile, and a nose that alone of all his 
features grew pale with anxiety. * I come here 
stop/ was about the outside of his English ; and I 
began at once to guess that he was a runaway 
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1892 labourer , 1 and that the bush-knife in his hand was 

Feb * stolen. It proved he had a mate, who had lacked 
his courage, and was hidden down the road ; they 
had both made up their minds to run away, and 
had ‘come here stop.’ I could not turn out the 
poor rogues, one of whom showed me marks on 
his back, into the drenching forest ; I could not 
reason with them, for they had not enough English, 
and not one of our boys spoke their tongue ; so I 
bade them feed and sleep here to-night, and 
to-morrow I must do what the Lord shall bid me. 

Near dinner time, I was, told that a friend of 
Lafaelc’s had found human remains in my bush. 
After dinner, a figure was seen skulking across 
towards the waterfall, which produced from the 
verandah a shout, in my most stentorian tones : 
4 0 at le ingoa V literally ‘Who the name?’ which 
serves here for ‘ What’s your business ? * as well. 
It proved to be Lafaele’s friend ; I bade a kitchen 
boy, Lauilo, go with him to see the spot, for 
though it had ceased raining, the whole island ran 
and dripped. Lauilo was willing enough, but the 
friend of the archangel demurred ; he had too 
much business ; he had no time. ‘ All right/ I 
said, ‘ you too much frightened, I go along/ which 
of course produced the usual shout of delight from 
all those who did not require to go. I got into 
my Saranac snow boots ; Lauilo got a cutlass ; 

1 Most of the work on the plantations in Samoa is done by 
‘black boys,* i.c. imported labourers from other (Melanesian) 
islands. 
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Mary Carter, our Sydney maid, joined the party 1S92 
for a lark, and off we set. I tell you our guide Feb * 

kept us moving ; for the dusk fell swift. Our 
woods have an infamous reputation at the best, 
and our errand (to say the least of it) was grisly. 

At last they found the remains ; they were old, 
which was all I cared to be sure ot ; it seemed a 
strangely small ‘ pickle-banes ’ to stand for a big, 
flourishing, buck-islander, and their situation in 
the darkening and dripping bush was melancholy. 

All at once, I found there was a second skull, with 
a bullet-hole I could have stuck my two thumbs 
in — say anybody else’s one thumb. My Same ns 
said it could not be, there were not enough bones ; 

I put the two pieces of skull together, and at last 
convinced them. Whereupon, in a flash, they 
found the not unromantic explanation. This poor 
brave had succeeded in the height of a Samoan 
warrior’s ambition ; he had taken a head, which 
he was never destined to show to his applauding 
camp. Wounded himself, he had crept here into 
the bush to die with his useless trophy by his side. 

His date would be about fifteen years ago, in the 
great battle between Laupepa and Talavou, which 
took place on My Land, Sir. To-morrow we 
shall bury the bones and fire a salute in honour of 
unfortunate courage. 

Do you think I have an empty life? or that a 
man jogging to his club has so much to interest 
and amuse him ? — touch and try him too, but that 
goes along with the others : no pain, no pleasure, 
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1892 is the iron law. So here I stop again, and leave, 
Feb. as I left yesterday, my political business untouched. 
And lo ! here comes my pupil, I believe, so I stop 
in time. 


March 2nd. 

Mar. Since I last wrote, fifteen chapters of David 
Balfour have been drafted, and five tirts au clair. I 
think it pretty good ; there’s a blooming maiden that 
costs anxiety — she is as virginal as billy ; but 
David seems there and alive, and the Lord 
Advocate is good, and so I think is an episodic 
appearance of the Master 6f Lovat. In Chapter 
XVII. I shall get David abroad — Alan went 
already in Chapter xil. The book should be 
about the length of Kidnapped ; this early part of 
it, about D.’s evidence in the Appin case, is more 
of a story than anything in Kidnapped , but there 
is no doubt there comes a break in the middle, 
and the tale is practically in two divisions. In the 
first James More and the M'Gregors, and Catriona, 
only show ; in the second, the Appin case being 
disposed of, and James Stewart hung, they rule 
the roast and usurp the interest — should there be 
any left. Why did I take up David Balfour} I 
don't know. A sudden passion. 

Monday, I went down in the rain with a colic to 
take the chair at a public meeting ; dined with 
Haggard ; sailed off to my meeting, and fought 
with wild beasts for three anxious hours. All was 
lost that any sensible man cared for, but the 
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meeting did not break up — thanks a good deal to 1892 
R. L. S. — and the man who opposed my election, 
and with whom I was all the time wrangling, pro- 
posed the vote of thanks to me with a certain 
handsomeness ; I assure you I had earned it . . . 
Haggard and the great Abdul, his high-caste 
Indian servant, imported by my wife, were sitting 
up forme with supper, and I suppose it was twelve 
before I got to bed. Tuesday raining, my mother 
rode down, and we went to the Consulate to sign 
a Factory and Commission. Thence, I to the 
lawyers, to the printing office, and to the Mission. 

It was dinner time when I returned home. 

This morning, our cook-boy having suddenly 
left — injured feelings — the archangel was to cook 
breakfast I found him lighting the fire before 
dawn ; his eyes blazed, he had no word of any 
language left to use, and I saw in him (to my 
wonder) the strongest workings of gratified 
ambition. Napoleon was no more pleased to 
sign his first treaty with Austria than was Lafaele 
to cook that breakfast. All morning, when I had 
hoped to be at this letter, I slept like one drugged 
and you must take this (which is all I can give 
you) for what it is worth — 

D.B. 

Memoirs of his Adventures at Home and 
Abroad. The Second Part ; wherein are set 
forth the misfortunes in which he was involved 
upon the Appin Murder ; his troubles with 
K 
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1892 

Mar. 


Lord Advocate Prestongrange ; captivity on 
the Bass Rock ; journey into France and 
Holland ; and singular relations with James 
More Drummond or Macgregor , a son of the 
notorious Rob Roy. 

Chapters. — 1. A Beggar on Horseback. 11. The 
Highland Writer, ill. I go to Pilrig. IV. Lord 
Advocate Prestongrange. v. Butter and Thunder. 

VI. I make a fault in honour, vn. The Bravo. 
VIII. The Heather on Fire. IX. I begin to be 
haunted with a red-headed man. X. The Wood 
by Silvermills. XI. On the march again with 
Alan. XII. Gillane Sands. XIII. The Bass Rock. 
XIV. Black Andie’s Tale of Tod Lapraik. XV. I 
go to Inveraray. 

That is it, as far as* drafted. Chapters IV. V. 

VII. IX. and XIV. I am specially pleased with ; 
the last being an episodical bogie story about the 
Bass Rock told there by the Keeper. 
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March gth. 

My DEAR S. C.j — Take it not amiss if this is a 
wretched better. I am eaten up with business. 
Every day this week I have had some business 
impediment — I am even now waiting a deputa- 
tion of chiefs about *the road — and my precious 
morning was shattered by a polite old scourge of 
a faipule — parliament man — come begging. All 
the time David Balfour is skelping along. I 
began it the 13th of last mo^nth ; I have now 12 
chapters, 79 pages ready for press, or within an ace, 
and, by the time the month is out, one-half should 
be completed, and I 'll be back at drafting the 
second half. What makes me sick is to think of 
Scott turning out Guy M annering in three weeks ! 
What a pull of work : heavens, what thews and 
sinews ! And here am I, my head spinning from 
having only re-written seven not very difficult 
pages — and not very good when done. Weakling 
generation. It makes me sick of myself, to make 
such a fash and bobbery over a rotten end of an 
old nursery yarn, not worth spitting on when done. 
Still, there is no doubt I turn out my work more 
easily than of yore ; and I suppose I should be 
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1892 singly glad of that And if I got my book done 
in six weeks, seeing it will be about half as long 
as a Scott, and I have to write everything twice, 
it would be about the same rate of industry. It 
is my fair intention to be done with it in three 
months, which would make me about one-half 
the man Sir Walter was for application and driv- 
ing the dull pen. Of the merit we shall not talk ; 
but I don ’t think Davie is without merit 


March I2ih. 

And I have this day triumphantly finished 15 
chapters, 100 pages — being'* exactly one-half (as 
near as anybody can guess) of David Balfour ; the 
book to be about a fifth as long again (altogether) 
as Treasure Island : could I but do the second half 
in another month ! But I can ’t, I fear ; I shall 
have some belated material arriving by next mail, 
and must go again at the History. Is it not 
characteristic of my broken tenacity of mind, that 
I should have left Davie Balfour some five years 
in the British Linen Company’s Office, and then 
follow him at last with such vivacity? But I 
leave you again ; the last (15th) chapter ought to 
be re-wrote, or part of it, and I want the half com- 
pleted in the month, and the month is out by 
midnight; though, to be sure, last month was 
February, and I might take grace. These notes 
are only to show I hold you in mind, though I 
know they can have no interest for man or God 
or animal. 
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< I should have told you about the Club. We 1892 
have been asked to try and start a sort of weekly Mtr * 
ball for the half castes and natives, ourselves to 
be the only whites ; and we consented, from a 
very heavy sense of duty, and with not much hope. 

Two nights ago we had twenty people up, re- 
ceived them in the front verandah, entertained 
them on cake and lemonade, and I made a speech 
— embodying our proposals, or conditions, if you 
like — for I suppose thirty minutes. No joke to 
speak to such an audience, but it is believed I was 
thoroughily intelligible. I took the plan of say- 
ing everything at least twice in a different i^rm of 
words, so that if the one escaped my hearers, the 
other might be seized. One white man came with 
his wife, and was kept ^rigorously on the front 
verandah below ! You see what a sea of troubles 
this is like to prove ; but it is the only chance — 
and when it blows up, it must blow up ! I have 
no more hope in anything than a dead frog ; I go 
into everything with a composed despair, and 
don’t mind — just as I always go to sea with the 
conviction I am to be drowned, and like it before 
all other pleasures. But you should have seen the 
return voyage, when nineteen horses had to be 
found in the dark, and nineteen bridles, all in a 
drench of rain, and the club, just constituted as 
such, sailed away in the wet, under a cloudy moon 
like a bad shilling, and to descend a road through 
the forest that was at that moment the image of 
a respectable mountain brook. My wife, who is 
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1892 president with power to expel , had to begin her 
Mar - functions . . . 


25M March. 

Heaven knows what day it is, but I am ashamed, 
all the more as your letter from Bournemouth of 
all places — poor old Bournemouth! — is to hand, 
and contains a statement of pleasure in my letters 
which I wish I could have rewarded with a long 
one. What has gone on ? A vast of affairs, of a 
mingled, strenuous, inconclusive, desultory char- 
acter ; much waste of time H much riding to and 
fro, and little transacted or at least peracted. 

Let me give you a review of the present state 
of our live stock. — Six boys in the bush ; six souls 
about the house. Talolo, the cook, returns again 
to-day, after an absence which has cost me about 
twelve hours of riding, and I suppose eight hours’ 
solemn sitting in council. ‘ I am sorry indeed for 
the Chief Justice of Samoa,’ I said; ‘it is more 
than I am fit for to be Chief Justice of Vailima.’ — 
Lauilo is steward. Both these are excellent ser- 
vants ; we gave a luncheon party when we buried 
the Samoan bones, and I assure you all was in 
good style, yet we never interfered. The food was 
good, the wine and dishes w r ent round as by 
mechanism. — Steward’s assistant and washman 
Arrick, a New liebridee black boy, hired from the 
German firm ; not so ugly as most, but not pretty 
neither ; not so dull as his sort are, but not quite 
a Crichton. When he came first, he ate so much 
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of our good food that he got a prominent belly. 1S0* 
Kitchen assistant, Tomas (Thomas in English), Mar * 
a Fiji man, very tall and handsome, moyjng like 
a marionette with sudden bounds, and rolling his 
eyes with sudden effort. — Washerwoman and pre- 
centor, Helen, Tomas’s wife. This is our weak 
point ; we are ashamed of Helen , the cook-house 
blushes for her ; they murmur there at her pre- 
sence. She seems all right , she is not a bad- 
looking, strapping wench, seems chaste, is indus- 
trious, has an excellent taste in hymns — you 
should have heard her read one aloud the other 
day, she marked the *rhythm with so much float- 
ing, dissenter sentiment. What is wrong, then ? 
says you. Low in your ear — and don’t let the 
papers get hold of it — she^is of no family. None, 
they say ; literally a common woman. Of course, 
we have out-islanders, who may be villeins ; but 
we give them the benefit of the doubt, which is 
impossible with Helen of Vailima ; our blot, our 
pitted speck. The pitted speck I have said is 
our precentor. It is always a woman who starts 
Samoan song ; the men who sing second do not 
enter for a bar or two. Poor, dear Faauma, the 
unchaste, the extruded Eve of our Paradise, knew 
only two hymns ; but Helen seems to know the 
whole repertory, and the morning prayers go far 
more lively in consequence. — Lafaele, provost of 
the cattle. The cattle are Jack, my horse, quite 
converted, my wife rides him now, and he is as 
steady as a doctor’s cob; Tifaga Jack, a circus 
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1893 horse, my mother’s piebald, bought from a passing 
circus ; Belle’s mare, now in childbed or next door, 
confoun$ the slut! Musu — amusingly translated 
the other day ‘ don’t want to/ literally cross, but 
always in the sense of stubbornness and resistance 
— my wife’s little dark-brown mare, with a white 
star on her forehead, whom I have been riding of 
late to steady her — she has no vices, but is unused, 
skittish and uneasy, and wants a lot of attention 
and humouring ; lastly (of saddle horses) Luna 
— not the Latin moon, the Hawaiian overseer , but 
it’s pronounced the same — a pretty little mare 
too, but scarce at all brokefi, a bad bucker, and 
has to be ridden with a stock-whip and be brought 
back with her rump criss-crossed like a clan 
tartan ; the two cart horses, now only used with 
pack-saddles ; two cows, one in the straw (I trusf) 
to-morrow, a third cow, the Jersey — whose milk 
and temper are alike subjects of admiration — she 
gives good exercise to the farming saunterer, and 
refreshes him on his return with cream ; two 
calves, a bull, and a cow ; God knows how many 
ducks and chickens, and for a wager not even God 
knows how many cats ; twelve horses, seven 
horses, five kine : is not this Babylon the Great 
which I have builded ? Call it Subpriorsford. 

Two nights ago the club had its first meeting; 
only twelve were present, but it went very well. 
I was not there, I had ridden down the night 
before after dinner on my endless business, took 
a cup of tea in the Mission like an ass, then took 
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a cup of coffee like a fool at Haggard’s, then fell 189a 
into a discussion with the American Consul Mar * 
. . . I went to bed at Haggard’s, came sud- 
denly broad awake, and lay sleepless the live 
night. It fell chill, I had only a sheet, and had to 
make a light and range the house for a cover — I 
found one in the hall, a macintosh. So back to 
my sleepless bed, and to lie there till dawn. In the 
morning I had a longish ride to take in a day of a 
blinding, staggering sun, and got home by eleven, 
our luncheon hour, with my head rather swimmy ; 
the only time I havb feared the sun since I was 
in Samoa. However, I got no harm, but cY 1 not 
go to the club, lay off, lazied, played the pipe, 
and read a novel by James Payn — sometimes 
quite interesting, and in* one place really very 
funny with the quaint humour of the man. Much 
interested the other day. As I rode past a ro^use, 

I saw where a Samoan had written a word on a 
board, and there was an y, perfectly formed, but 
upside down. You never saw such a thing in 
Europe ; but it is as common as dirt in Polynesia. 

Men’s names are tattooed on the forearm ; it is 
common to find a subverted letter tattooed there. 

Here is a tempting problem for psychologists. 

I am now on terms again with the German Con- 
sulate, I know not for how long ; not, of course, 
with the President, which I find a relief ; still, 
with the Chief Justice and the English Consul. 

For Haggard, I have a genuine affection ; he is a 
loveable man. 
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1892 Weary ful man ! * Here is the yarn of Loudon 
Mar * Dodd, not as he told it , but as it was afterwards 
written l 1 These words were left out by some 
carelessness, and I think I have been thrice 
tackled about them. Grave them in your mind 
and wear them on your forehead. 

The Lang story will have very little about the 
treasure ; The Master 2 will appear ; and it is to a 
great extent a tale of Prince Charlie after the ’45, 
and a love story forbye : the hero is a melancholy 
exile, and marries a young woman who interests 
the prince, and there is the ddvil to pay. I think 
the Master kills him in a duel, but don’t know 
yet, not having yet seen my second heroine. No 
— the Master doesn’t kill him, they fight, he is 
wounded, and the Master plays dens ex machina. 
I think just now of calling it The Tail of the Race ; 
no — heavens ! I never saw till this moment — but 
of course nobody but myself would ever under- 
stand Mill-Race, they would think of a quarter- 
mile. So — I am nameless again. My melan- 
choly young man is to be quite a Romeo. Yes, 
I ’ll name the book from him : Dyce of Ythan — 
pronounce Eethan. 

Dyce of Ythan 
by R. L. S. 

O, Shovel — Shovel waits his turn, he and his 

1 In answer to the obvious remark that the length and style of 
7 'he Wrecker, then running in Scribner’s Magazine, were out of 
keeping with what professed at the outset to be a spoken yarn. 

s of Ballantrae. 
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ancestors. I would have tackled him before, but 1891 
my State Trials have never come. So that I Mar * 
have now quite planned : — 

DyceofYthan. ('Historical, 1750.) 

Sophia Scarlet. (To-day.) 

The Shovels of Newton French. (Historical, 

1650 to 1830.) 

And quite planned and part written : — 

The Pearl Fisher. (To-day.) (With Lloyd 
a machine.) 1 

David Balfour. ^Historical, 1751.) 

And, by a strange e^aception for R. L. S., all in 
the third person except D. B. 

I don’t know what day this is now (the 29th), 
but I have finished my two chapters, ninth and 
tenth, of Samoa in time Tor the mail, and feel 
almost at peace. The tenth was the hurricane, a 
difficult problem; it so tempted one to be literary; 
and I feel sure the less of that there is in my little 
handbook, the more chance it has of some utility. 

Then the events are complicated, seven ships to 
tell of, and sometimes three ot them together ; O, 
it was quite a job. But I think I have my facts 
pretty correct, and for once, in my sickening 
yarn, they are handsome facts : creditable to all 
concerned ; not to be written of — and I should 
think, scarce to be read — without a thrill. I 
doubt I have got no hurricane into it, the intri- 
cacies of the yarn absorbing me too much. But 


Afterwards changed into The Ebb Tide . 
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1892 there — it’s done somehow, and time presses hard 
Mar# on my heels. The book, with my best expedition, 
may come just too late to be of use. In which case 
I shall have made a handsome present of some 
months of my life for nothing and to nobody. 
Well, through Her the most ancient heavens are 
fresh and strong. 1 


30M. 

After I had written you, I ^e-read my hurricane, 
which is very poor ; the life of the journalist is 
hard, another couple of writings and I could make 
a good thing, I believe, and it must go as it is ! 
But, of course, this book is not written for honour 
and glory, and the fe\# who will read it may not 
know the difference. Very little time. I go 
down with the mail shortly, dine at the Chinese 
restaurant, and go to the club to dance with 
islandresses. Think of my going out once a week 
to dance. 

Politics are on the full job again, and we don’t 
know what is to come next. I think the whole 
treaty raj seems quite played out ! They have 
taken to bribing the faipule men (parliament 
men) to stay in Mulinuu, we hear ; but I have 
not yet sifted the rumour. I must say I shall 
be scarce surprised if it prove true ; these 
rumours have the knack of being right. — Our 


1 Wordsworth, a shade misquoted. 
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weather this last month has been tremendously 1893 
hot, not by the thermometer, which sticks at 86°, 
but to the sensation : no ram, no wind, and this 
the storm month. Jt looks ominous, and is 
certainly disagreeable. 

No time to finish, 

Yours ever, 

R. L. S. 
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May 1 st , 1892. 

My dear Colvin, — As I rode down last night 
about six, I saw a sight I must try to tell you of. 
In front of me, right over /?he top of the forest 
into which I was descending was a vast cloud. 
The front of it accurately represented the some- 
what rugged, long-nosed, and beetle-browed profile 
of a man, crowned by a huge Kalmuck cap ; the 
flesh part was of a heavenly pink, the cap, the 
moustache, the eyebrows were of a bluish gray ; 
to see this with its childish exactitude of design 
and colour, and hugeness of scale — it covered at 
least 25 0 — held me spellbound. As I continued 
to gaze, the expression began to change ; he had 
the exact air of closing one eye, dropping his jaw, 
and drawing down his nose ; had the thing not 
been so imposing, I could have smiled ; and then 
almost in a moment, a shoulder of leaden-coloured 
bank drove in front and blotted it. My attention 
spread to the rest of the cloud, and it was a thing 
to worship. It rose from the horizon, and its top 
was within thirty degrees of the zenith ; the lower 
parts were like a glacier in shadow, varying from 



VAIL 1 MA LETTERS 159 

dark indigo to a clouded white in exquisite 1892 
gradations. The sky behind, so far as I could Ma >’ 
see, was all of a blue already enriched and 
darkened by the night, for the hill had what 
lingered of the sunset. But the top of my Titanic 
cloud flamed in broad Sunlight, with the most 
excellent softness and brightness of hre and 
jewels, enlightening all the world. It must have 
been far higher than Mount Everest, and its glory, 
as I gazed up at it out of the night, was beyond 
wonder. Close by rode the little crescent moon ; 
and right over its 'Jfcstern horn, a great planet of 
about equal lustre with itself. The dark woods 
below were shrill with that noisy business ol the 
birds’ evening worship. When I returned, after 
eight, the moon was near down ; she seemed little 
brighter than before, but now that the cloud no 
longer played its part of a nocturnal sun, we could 
see that sight, so rare with us at home that it was 
counted a portent, so customary in the tropics, of 
the dark sphere with its little gilt band upon the 
belly. The planet had been setting faster, and 
was now below the crescent. They were still of 
an equal brightness. 

I could not resist trying to reproduce this in 
words, as a specimen of these incredibly beau- 
tiful and imposing meteors of the tropic sky that 
make so much of my pleasure here ; though 
a ship’s deck is the place to enjoy them. O 
what aivful scenery, from a ship’s deck, in 
the tropics ! People talk about the Alps, but 
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1892 the clouds of the trade wind are alone for sub- 
limity. 

Now to try and tell you what has been happen- 
ing.. The state of these islands, and of Mataafa 
and Laupepa (Malietoa's ambo) had been much 
on my mind. I went to the priests and sent a 
message to Mataafa, at a time when it was 
supposed he was about to act. He did not act, 
delaying in true native style, and I determined 
I should go to visit him. I have been very good 
not to go sooner ; to live within a few miles of a 
rebel camp, to be a novelist, X/> have all my family 
forcing me to go, and to refrain all these months, 
counts for virtue. But hearing that several 
people had gone and the government done nothing 
to punish them, and having an errand there which 
was enough to justify myself in my own eyes, 
I half determined to go, and spoke of it with the 
half-caste priest. And here (confound it) up 
came Laupepa and his guards to call on me; 
we kept him to lunch, and the old gentleman 
was very good and amiable. He asked me why 
I had not been to see him ? I reminded him a 
law had been made, and told him I was not a 
small boy to go and ask leave of the consuls, 
and perhaps be refused. He told me to pay no 
attention to the law but come when I would, and 
begged me to name a day to lunch. The next 
day (I think it was) early in the morning, a man 
appeared ; he had metal buttons like a policeman 
— but he was none of our Apia force ; he was a 
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rebel policeman, and had been all night coming 189* 
round inland through *he forest from Malie. He 
brought a letter addressed 

I laua susuga To his Excellency 

Mis l Mea. Mr. Th ; ngumbob. 

(So as not to compromise me). I ca.i read 
Samoan now, though not speak it. It was to ask 
me for last Wednesday. My difficulty was great; 

I had no man here who was fit, or who would 
have cared, to write for me ; and I had to post- 
pone the visit. So ,1 gave up half-a-day with a 
groan, went down tt the priests, arranged for 
Monday week to go to Malie, and named Thurs- 
day as my day to lunch with Laupepa. I was 
sharply ill on Wednesday, mail day. But on 
Thursday I had to trail dc*vn and go through the 
dreary business of a feast, in the King’s wretched 
shanty, full in view of the President’s fine new 
house ; it made my heart burn. 

This gave me my chance to arrange a private 
interview with the King, and I decided to ask 
Mr. Whitmee, one of our missionaries, to be my 
interpreter. On Friday, being too much ex- 
hausted to go down, I begged him to come up. 

He did, I told him the heads of what I meant to 
say ; and he not only consented, but said, if we 
got on well with the King, he would even proceed 
with me to Malie. Yesterday, in consequence, I 
rode down to W.’s house by eight in the morning ; 
waited till ten ; received a message that the King 
was stopped by a meeting with the President and 
L 
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1892 faipuk \ made another engagement for seven at 

Ma y night ; came up ; went down ; waited till eight, 
and came away again, bredouille , and a dead body. 
The poor, weak, enslaved King had not dared to 
come to me even in secret. Now I have to-day 
for a rest, and to-morrow to Malie. Shall I be 
suffered to embark ? It is very doubtful ; they 
are on the trail. On Thursday, a policeman came 
up to me and began that a boy had been to see 
him, and said I was going to see Mataafa. — ‘And 
what did you say ? ’ said I. — * ,1 told him I did not 
know about where you were going/ said he. — ‘ A 
very good answer/ said I, and turned away. It 
is lashing rain to-day, but to-morrow, rain or 
shine, I must at least make the attempt ; and I 
am so weary, and the weather looks so bad, I 
could half wish they would arrest me on the 
beach. All this bother and pother to try and 
bring a little chance of peace ; all this opposition 
and obstinacy in people who remain here by the 
mere forbearance of Mataafa, who has a great force 
within six miles of their government buildings, 
which are indeed only the residences of white 
officials. To understand how I have been occu- 
pied, you must know that 4 Misi Mea* has had 
another letter, and this time had to answer him- 
self ; think of doing so in a language so obscure 
to me, with the aid of a Bible, concordance and 
dictionary ! What a wonderful Baboo compila- 
tion it must have been ! I positively expected to 
hear news of its arrival in Malie by the sound of 
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laughter. I doubt if you will be able to read this 1 89a 

scrawl, but I have managed to scramble somehow 
up to date ; and to-morrow, one way or another, 
should be interesting. But as for me, I am a 
wreck, as I have no doubt style and handwriting 
both testify. 


8 p.m. 

Wonderfully rested ; feel almost fit for to- 
morrow's dreary excursion — not that it will be 
dreary if the weather favour, but otherwise it will 
be death ; and a na^ve feast, and I fear I am 
in for a big one, is a thing I loathe. I wonder 
if you can really conceive me as a politician in 
this extra-mundane sphere — presiding at public 
meetings, drafting proclamations, receiving mis- 
addressed letters that have been carried all night 
through tropical forests ? It seems strange indeed, 
and to you, who know me really, must seem 
stranger. I do not say I am free from the itch of 
meddling, but God knows this is no tempting job 
to meddle in ; I smile at picturesque circumstances 
like the Misi Mea (Monsieur Chose is the exact 
equivalent) correspondence, but the business as a 
whole bores and revolts me. I do nothing and 
say nothing ; and then a day comes, and I say 
‘ this can go on no longer.* 


9.30 P.M. 

The wretched native dilatoriness finds me out 
News has just come that we must embark at six 
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1892 to-morrow ; I have divided the night in watches, 
M *y and hope to be called to-morrow at four and get 
under way by five. It is a great chance if it be 
managed ; but I have given directions and lent 
my own clock to the boys, and hope the best. If 
I get called at four we shall do it nicely. Good- 
night ; I must turn in. 


May 3 rd. 

Well, we did get off by about 5.30, or, by’r 
lady ! quarter of six : myself pn Donald, the huge 
grey cart-horse, with a ship-bag across my saddle 
bow, Fanny on Musu and Belle on Jack. We 
were all feeling pretty tired and sick, and I looked 
like heaven knows what on the cart horse : ‘ death 
on the pale horse,’ I suggested — and young Hunt 
the missionary, who met me to-day on the same 
charger, squinted up at my perch and remarked, 
1 There ’s a sweet little cherub that sits up aloft/ 
The boat was ready and we set off down the 
lagoon about seven, four oars, and Talolo, my 
cook, steering. 


May tyh { Monday anyway ). 

And see what good resolutions came to ! Here 
is all this time past, and no speed made. Well, 
we got to Mali e and were received with the most 
friendly consideration by the rebel chief. Belle 
and Fanny were obviously thought to be my 
two wives ; they were served their kava together, 
as were Mataafa and myself. Talolo utterly 
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broke down as interpreter; long speeches were 289* 

made to me by Mataafa and his orators, of which ***? 

he could make nothing but they were ‘very 
much surprised * — his way of pronouncing obliged 
— and as he could understand nothing that fell 
from me except the same form of words, the 
dialogue languished and all business had to be 
laid aside. We had kava , 1 and then a dish of 
arrowroot ; one end of the house was screened off 
for us with a fine tapa, and we lay and slept, the 
three of us, heads and tails, upon the mats till 
dinner. After dinuer his illegitimate majesty 
and myself had a walk, and talked as well a> my 
twopenny Samoan would admit. Then there was 
a dance to amuse the ladies before the house, and 
we came back by moonlight, the sky piled full of 
high faint clouds that long preserved some of the 

1 * Kava, properly Ava, is a drink more or less intoxicating, 
made from the root of the Piper Mcthysticum % a Pepper plant. 

The root is grated : formerly it was chewed by fair damsels. The 
root thus broken up is rubbed about in a great pail, with water 
slowly added. A strainer of bark cloth is plunged into it at times, 
and wrung out so as to carry away the small fragments of root. 

The drink is made and used in ceremony. Every detail is regu- 
lated by rules, and the manner of the mixture of the water, the 
straining, the handling of the cup, the drinking out of it and 
returning, should all be done according to a well-established 
manner and in certain cadences.’ I have ventured to borrow this 
explanation from Mr. Lafarge’s notes to his catalogue of South 
Sea Drawings. It may serve to make clearer several passages in 
later letters of the present collection (e.g. pp. 195, 210, 315). 

Readers of the late Lord Pembroke’s South Sea Bubbles will 
remember the account of this beverage and its preparation in 
chap. vni. of that volume. 
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i$9* radiance of the sunset. The lagoon was very 
shallow ; we continually struck, for the moon was 
young and the light baffling ; and for a long time 
we were accompanied by, and passed and re- 
passed, a huge whale-boat from Savaii, pulling 
perhaps twelve oars, and containing perhaps forty 
people who sang in time as they went. So to 
the hotel, where we slept, and returned the next 
Tuesday morning on the three same steeds. 

Meanwhile my business was still untransacted. 
And on Saturday morning, I sent down and ar- 
ranged wi:.h Charlie Taylor to go down that after- 
noon. I had scarce got the saddle bags fixed and 
had not yet mounted, when the rain began. But 
it was no use delaying now ; off I went in a wild 
waterspout to Apia ; fotfnd Charlie (Sal£) Taylor — 
a sesquipedalian young half-caste — not yet ready, 
had a snack of bread and cheese at the hotel 
while waiting him, and then off to Malie. It 
rained all the way, seven miles; the road, which 
begins in triumph, dwindles down to a nasty, 
boggy, rocky footpath with weeds up to a horse- 
man's knees ; and there are eight pig fences to 
jump, nasty beastly jumps — the next morning we 
found one all messed with blood where a horse 
had come to grief — but my Jack is a clever fencer ; 
and altogether we made good time, and got to 
Malie about dark. It is a village of very fine 
native houses, high, domed, oval buildings, open 
at the sides, or only closed with slatted Venetians. 
To be sure, Mataafa’s is not the worst It was 
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already quite dark within, only a little tire of 1892 
cocoa-shell blazed in the midst and showed us Xl/L&y 
four servants ; the chief w&j in h ; s chapel, whence 
we heard the sound of chaunting. Fresently he 
returned ; Taylor and I had our soaking clothes 
changed, family worship was hold, kava brewed, 

I was exhibited to the chiefs as a man who had 
ridden through all that rain and risked deporta- 
tion to serve their master ; they were bidden learn 
my face, and remember upon all occasions to help 
and serve me. Then dinner, and politics, and 
fine speeches until twelve at night — O, and some 
more kava — when I could sit up no longer ; my 
usual bed-time is eight, you must remember. 

Then one end of the house was screened off for 
me alone, and a bed maeje — you never saw such a 
couch — I believe of nearly fifty (half at least) fine 
mats, by Mataafa’s daughter, Kalala. Here I 
reposed alone ; and on the other side of the tafa, 
Majesty and his household. Armed guards and a 
diummer patrolled about the house all night; they 
had no shift, poor devils ; but stood to arms from 
sun-down to sun-up. 

About four in the morning, I was awakened by 
the sound of a whistle pipe blown outside on the 
dark, very softly and to a pleasing simple air ; I 
really think I have hit the first phrase : 

Andante tranquillo 

8 V * 

jiHH! 
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1892 It sounded very peaceful, sweet and strange in 

Ma y the dark ; and I found this was a part of the 
routine of my rebel’s night, and it was done (he 
said) to give good dreams. By a little before six, 
Taylor and I were in the saddle again fasting. 
My riding boots were so wet I could not get them 
on, so I must ride barefoot The morning was 
fair but the roads very muddy, the weeds soaked 
us nearly to the waist, Sal£ was twice spilt at 
the fences, and we got to Apia a bedraggled 
enough pair. All the way along the coast, the 
patt£ (small wooden drum) was beating in the 
villages and the people crowding to the churches 
in their fine clothes. Thence through the man- 
grove swamp, among the black mud and the 
green mangroves, and tfie black and scarlet crabs, 
to Mulinuu, to the doctor’s, where I had an errand, 
and so to the inn to breakfast about nine. After 
breakfast I rode home. Conceive such an outing, 
remember the pallid brute that lived in Skerryvore 
like a weevil in a biscuit, and receive the in- 
telligence that I was rather the better for my 
journey. Twenty miles ride, sixteen fences taken, 
ten of the miles in a drenching rain, seven of them 
fasting and in the morning chill, and six stricken 
hours* political discussions by an interpreter; to 
say nothing of sleeping in a native house, at which 
many of our excellent literati would look askance 
of itself. 

You are to understand : if I take all this bother, 
it is not only from a sense of duty, or a love 
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of meddling — damn the phrase, take your cftoice 189a 
— but from a great affection for Mataafa. He 
is a beautiful, sweet old f llow, and be and I 
grew quite fulsome on Saturday night about our 
sentiments. I had a messenger from him to-day 
with a flannel undershirt which I had left behind 
like a gibbering idiot ; and perpetrated In reply 
another oaboo letter. It rains again to-day with- 
out mercy ; blessed, welcome rains, making up for 
the paucity of the late wet season ; and when the 
showers slacken, I can hear my stream roaring in 
the hollow, and tell myself that the cacaos are 
drinking deep. I am desperately hunted to finish 
my Samoa book before the mail goes ; this last 
chapter is equally delicate and necessary. The 
prayers of the congregatiqp are requested. Eheu ! 
and it will be ended before this letter leaves and 
printed in the States ere you can read this scribble. 

The first dinner gong has sounded ; je vous salue , 
monsieur ct clier confrere . Tofa , soifua ! Sleep ! 
long life! as our Samoan salutation of farewell 
runs. 

Friday , May 13 ik. 

Well, the last chapter, by far the most difficult 
and ungrateful, is well under way, I have been 
from six to seven hours upon it daily since I last 
wrote ; and that is all I have done forbye work- 
ing at Samoan rather hard, and going down 
on Wednesday evening to the club. I make 
some progress now at the language ; I am 
teaching Belle, which clears and exercises myself. 
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1892 I am particularly taken with the finesse of the 
May pronouns. The pronouns are all dual and plural 
and the first person, both in the dual and plural, 
has a special exclusive and inclusive form. You 
can conceive what fine effects of precision and 
distinction can be reached in certain cases. Take 
Ruth, i. vv. 8 to 13, and imagine how those pro- 
nouns come in ; it is exquisitely elegant, and 
makes the mouth of the litterateur to water. I 
am going to exercitate my pupil over those verses 
to-day for pronoun practice. 


Tuesday. 

Yesterday came yours. Well, well, if the dears 
prefer a week, why, I’ll give them ten days, but the 
real document, from which I have scarcely varied, 
ran for one night. 1 I think you seem scarcely fair 
to Wiltshire, who had surely, under his beast- 
ignorant ways, right noble qualities. And I 
think perhaps you scarce do justice to the fact 
that this is a place of realism d outrance ; nothing 
extenuated or coloured. Looked at so, is it not, 
with all its tragic features, wonderfully idyllic, with 
great beauty of scene and circumstance? And 
will you please to observe that almost all that is 
ugly is in the whites? I’ll apologise for Papa 
Randal if you like ; but if I told you the 
whole truth — for I did extenuate there! — and he 
seemed to me essential as a figure, and essential 

1 Referring to the marriage contract in the Beach of FalesA : 
see above, Letter xv. 
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as a pawn in the game, Wiltshire’s disgust for him 1893 
being one of the small, efficient motives in the Ma * 
story. Now it would have taken a fairish dose to 
disgust Wiltshire. — Again, the idea of publishing 
the Beach substantively is dropped — at once, both 
on account of expostulation, and because it 
measured shorter than I had expected. And it 
was only taken up, when the proposed volume, 

Beach de Mar, petered out. It petered out thus : 
the chief of the short stories got sucked into 
Sophia Scarlet — and Sophia is a book I am much 
taken with, and mean to get to, as soon as — 
but not before — I have done David Balfour 
and The Young Chevalier . So you see you are 
like to hear no more of the Pacific or the nine- 
teenth century for a while* The Young Chevalier 
is a story of sentiment and passion, which I mean 
to write a little differently from what I have been 
doing — if I can hit the key ; rather more of a 
sentimental tremolo to it. It may thus help to 
prepare me for Sophia, which is to contain three 
ladies, and a kind of a love affair between the 
heroine and a dying planter who is a poet ! large 
orders for R. L. S. 

O the German taboo is quite over ; no soul 
attempts to support the C. J. or the President, 
they are past hope ; the whites have just refused 
their taxes — I mean the council has refused to 
call for them, and if the council consented, no- 
body would pay ; ’tis a farce, and the curtain is 
going to fall briefly. Consequently in my History, 
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1892 I say as little as may be of the two dwindling 
stars. Poor devils ! I liked the one, and the 
other has a little wife, now lying in ! There was 
no man born with so little animosity as I. When 
I heard the C. J. was in low spirits and never left 
his house, I could scarce refrain from going to him. 

It was a fine feeling to have finished the His- 
tory ; there ought to be a future state to reward 
that grind! It’s not literature, you know; only 
journalism, and pedantic journalism. I had but 
the one desire, to get the thing as right as might 
be, and avoid false concords — even if that ! And 
it was more than there was time for. However, 
there it is : done. And if Samoa turns up again, 
my book has to be counted with, being the only 
narrative extant. Miltpn and I — if you kindly ex- 
cuse the juxtaposition — harnessed ourselves to 
strange waggons,and I at least will be found to have 
plodded very soberly with my load. There is not 
even a good sentence in it, but perhaps — I don’t 
know — it may be found an honest, clear volume. 

Wednesday. 

Never got a word set down, and continues on 
Thursday 19th May, his own marriage day as ever 
was. News ; yes. The C. J. came up to call on 
us ! After five months’ cessation on my side, and 
a decidedly painful interchange of letters, I could 
not go down — could not — to see him. My three 
ladies received him, however ; he was very agree- 
able as usual, but refused wine, beer, water. 
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lemonade, chocolate and at last a cigatette* 1892 
Then my wife asked him, ‘So you refuse to 
break bread?’ and he waved his hands amiably in 
answer. All my three ladies received the same 
impression that he had serious matters in his 
mind : now we hear he is quite cock-a-hoop since 
the mail came, and going about as before his 
troubles darkened. But what did he want with 
me ? ’Tis thought he had received a despatch — 
and that he misreads it (so we fully believe) to 
the effect that they are to have war ships at com- 
mand and can make their little war after all. If 
it be so, and they do it, it will be the meanest 
wanton slaughter of poor men for the salaries of 
two white failures. But what was his eirand with 
me ? Perhaps to warn me* that unless I behave 
he now hopes to be able to pack me off in the 
Curagoa when she comes. 

I have celebrated my holiday from Samoa 
by a plunge at the beginning of The Young 
Chevalier. I am afraid my touch is a little 
broad in a love story ; I can't mean one thing 
and write another. As for women, I am no more 
in any fear of them ; I can do a sort all right ; 
age makes me less afraid of a petticoat, but I 
am a little in fear of grossness. However, this 
David Balfour's love affair, that's all right — 
might be read out to a mothers’ meeting — or a 
daughters’ meeting. The difficulty in a love yam, 
which dwells at all on love, is the dwelling on one 
string ; it is manifold, I grant, but the root fact is 
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189* t&ere unchanged, and the sentiment being very 
intense, and already very much handled in letters, 
positively calls for a little pawing and gracing. 
With a writer of my prosaic literalness and per- 
tinency of point of view, this all shoves toward 
grossness — positively even towards the far more 
damnable closeness. This has kept me off the 
sentiment hitherto, and now I am to try: Lord ! 
Of course Meredith can do it, and so could Shake- 
speare ; but with all my romance, I am a realist 
and a prosaist, and a most fanatical lover of 
plain physical sensations plainly and expressly 
rendered ; hence my perils. To do love in the 
same spirit as I did (for instance) D. Balfour's 
fatigue in the heather ; my dear sir, there were 
grossness — ready mad/^ ! And hence, how to 
sugar ? However, I have nearly done with Marie- 
Madeleine, and am in good hopes of Marie- 
Salom£, the real heroine ; the other is only a pro- 
loguial heroine to introduce the hero. 


Friday. 

Anyway, the first prologuial episode is done, 
and Fanny likes it. There are only four char- 
acters ; Francis Blair of Balmile (Jacobite Lord 
Gladsmuir) my hero; the Master of Ballantrae; 
Paradon, a wine-seller of Avignon ; Marie-Made- 
leine his wife. These two last I am now done 
with, and I think they are successful, and I hope 
I have Balmile on his feet ; and the style seems 
to be found. It is a little charged and violent; 
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sins on the side of violence ; but I think will carry 1892 
the tale. I think it is a good idea so to introduce Ma y 
my hero, being made love to by an episodic woman. 

This queer tale — I mean queer for me — has taken 
a great hold upon me. Where the devil shall I go 
next ? This is simply the tale of a coup de tete of a 
young man and a young woman ; with a nearly, per- 
haps a wholly, tragic sequel, which I desire to make 
thinkable right through, and sensible ; to make 
the reader, as far as I shall be able, eat and drink 
and breathe it. Marie-Salom6 des Saintes-Maries 
is, I think, the heroine’s name ; she has got to be 
yet : sursum corda ! So has the young Chevalier, 
whom I have not yet touched, and who comes 
next in order. Characters : Balmile, or Lord 
Gladsmuir, comma vous voylez ; Prince Charlie ; 

Earl Marischal ; Master of Ballantrae ; and a spy, 
and Dr. Archie Campbell, and a few nondescripts ; 
then, of women, Marie-Salom£ and Flora Blair ; 
seven at the outside ; really four full lengths, and 
I suppose a half-dozen episodic profiles. How I 
must bore you with these ineptitudes! Have 
patience. I am going to bed ; it is (of all hours) 
eleven. I have been forced in (since I began to write 
to you) to blatter to Fanny on the subject of my 
heroine, there being two cruces as to her life and 
history : how came she alone ? and how far did she 
go with the Chevalier ? The second must answer 
itself when I get near enough to see. The first 
is a back-breaker. Yet I know there are many 
reasons why a fille de famille % romantic, adventur- 
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1892 ous, ambitious, innocent of the world, might run 
from her home in these days ; might she not have 
been threatened with a convent ? might there not 
be some Huguenot business mixed in? Here am 
I, far from books ; if you can help me with a 
suggestion, I shall say God bless you. She has 
to be new run away from a strict family, well- 
justified in her own wild but honest eyes, and 
meeting these three men, Charles Edward, Mari- 
schal, and Balmile, through the accident of a fire 
at an inn. She must not run from a marriage, I 
think ; it would bring her in the wrong frame of 
mind. Once I can get her, sola , on the highway, 
all were well with my narrative Perpend. And 
help if you can. 

Lafaele, long (1 hope*) familiar to you, has this 
day received the visit of his son from Tonga; 
and the son proves to be a very pretty, attractive 
young daughter ! I gave all the boys kava in 
honour of her arrival ; along with a lean, side- 
whiskered Tongan, dimly supposed to be Lafaele’s 
step-father ; and they have been having a good 
time ; in the end of my verandah, I hear Simi, 
my present incapable steward, talking Tongan 
with the nondescript papa. Simi, our out-door 
boy, burst a succession of blood-vessels over our 
work, and I had to make a position for the wreck 
of one of the noblest figures of a man I ever saw. 
I believe I may have mentioned the other day 
how I had to put my horse to the trot, the canter 
and (at last) the gallop to run him down. In a 
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photograph I hope to send you (perhaps with 189.4 
this) you will see Simi standing in the verandah 
in profile. As a steward, one of his chief points 
is to break crystal ; he is great on fracture — what 
do I say? — explosion! He cleans a glass, and 
the shards scatter like a comet’s bowels. 

N.B, — If I should by any chance be deported, 
the first of the rules hung up for that occasion is 
*to communicate with you by telegraph. — Mind, I 
do not fear it, but it is possible. 


Monday 

We have had a devil of a morning of upset nd 
bustle ; the bronze candlestick Faauma has 
returned to the family, in time to take her 
position of stepmamma, and it is pretty to see how 
the child is at once at home, and all her terrors 
ended. 


2 7th. Mail day . 

And I don’t know that I have much to report 
I may have to leave for Malic as soon as these 
mail packets are made up. Tis a necessity (if it 
be one) I rather deplore. I think I should have 
liked to lazy ; but I daresay all it means is the 
delay of a day or so in harking back to David 
Balfour; that respectable youth chides at being 
left (where he is now) in Glasgow with the Lord 
Advocate, and after five years in the British Linen, 
who shall blame him ? I was all forenoon yester- 
day down in Apia, dictating, and Lloyd type- 
M 
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189a writing, the conclusion of Samoa ; and then at 
home correcting till the dinner bell ; and in the 
evening again till eleven of the clock. This 
morning I have made up most of my packets, and 
I think my mail is all ready but two more, and 
the tag of this. I would never deny (as D, B 
might say) that I was rather tired of it. But I 
have a damned good dose of the devil in my pipe- 
stem atomy ; I have had my little holiday outing 
in my kick at The Young Chevalier , and I guess I 
can settle to David Balfour to-morrow or Friday 
like a little man. I wonder if any one had ever 
more energy upon so little strength ? — I know 
there is a frost ; the Samoa book can only increase 
that — I can’t help it, that book is not written for 
me but for Miss Manners; but I mean to break 
that frost inside two years, and pull off a big 
success, and Vanity whispers in my ear that I 
have the strength. If I haven’t , whistle ower the 
lave o ’t ! I can do without glory and perhaps 
the time is not far off when I can do without corn. 
It is a time coming soon enough, anyway; and I 
have endured some two and forty years without 
public shame, and had a good time as I did it. If 
only I could secure a violent death, what a fine 
saccess ! I wish to die in my boots ; no more 
Land of Counterpane for me. To be drowned, 
to be shot, to be thrown from a horse — ay, to be 
hanged, rather than pass again through that slow 
dissolution. 

I fancy this gloomy ramble is caused by a 
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twinge of age ; I put on an under-shirt yester- 1892 
day (it was the only one I could find) that barely 
came under my trousers , and just below it, a 
fine healthy rheumatism has now settled like 
a fire in my hip. From such small causes do 
these valuable considerations flow 1 

I shall now say adieu, dear Sir, having ten 
rugged miles before me and the horrors of a 
native feast and parliament without an interpreter, 
for to-day I go alone. 

Yours ever, 

R. L. S. 



XIX 


Sunday , 29/A dfoy. 

1892 How am I to overtake events ? On Wednesday, 
as soon as my mail was finished, I had a wild 
whirl to look forward to. Immediately after 
dinner, Belle, Lloyd and I, set out on horseback, 
they to the club, I to Haggard’s, thence to the 
hotel where I had supper ready for them. All 
next day we hung round Apia with our whole 
house-crowd in Sundaywarray, hoping for the mail 
steamer with a menagerie on board. No such 
luck ; the ship delayed ; and at last, about three, 
I had to send them home again, a failure of a 
day’s pleasuring that does not bear to be discussed. 
Lloyd was so sickened that he returned the same 
night to Vailima, Belle and I held on, sat most of 
the evening on the hotel verandah stricken silly 
with fatigue and disappointment, and genuine 
sorrow for our poor boys and girls, and got to bed 
with rather dismal appreciations of the morrow. 1 

These were more than justified, and yet I never 
had a jollier day than Friday 27th. By 7.30 
Belle and I had breakfast ; we had scarce done 

1 A family expedition to visit Mataafa at Malie being projected 
Jbr that day. 

ISO 
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before my mother was at the door on ho/seback, 1892 
and a boy at her heels to take her not very Ma 7 
dashing charger home again. By 8.10 we were 
all on the landing pier, ana it was 9.20 before we 
had got away in a boat with two inches of green 
wood on the keel of her, no rudder, no mast, no 
sail, no boat flag, two defective rowlocks, two 
wretched apologies for oars, and two boys — one a 
Tongan half-caste, one a white lad, son of the 
Tonga schoolmaster, and a sailor lad — to pull 
us. All this was our first taste of the tender 
mercies of Taylor (the sesquipidalian half-caste 
introduced two letters back, I believe). We had 
scarce got round Mulinuu when Sate Taylor's 
heart misgave him ; he thought we had missed 
the tide ; called a hate, and set off ashore 
to find canoes. Two were found ; in one my 
mother and I were embarked with the two biscuit 
tins (my present to the feast), and the bag with 
our dry clothes, on which my mother was perched 
— and her cap was on the top of it — feminine 
hearts please sympathise ; all under the guidance 
of Sate. In the other Belle and our guest ; Tauilo, 
a chief-woman, the mother of my cook, were to 
have followed. And the boys were to have been 
left with the boat. But Tauilo refused. And the 
four, Belle, Tauilo, Frank the sailor-boy, and 
Jimmie the Tongan half-caste, set off in the boat 
across that rapidly shoaling bay of the lagoon. 

How long the next scene lasted, I could never 
tell Sate was always trying to steal away with 
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1892 our canoe and leave the other four, probably for 
six hours, in an empty, leaky boat, without so 
much as an orange or a cocoanut on board, and 
under the direct rays of the sun. I had at last to 
stop him by taking the spare paddle off the out- 
rigger and sticking it in the ground — depth, 
perhaps two feet — width of the bay, say three miles. 
At last I bid him land me and my mother and go 
back for the other ladies. 4 The coast is so rugged/ 
said Sal6. — ‘What?’ I said, ‘all these villages 
and no landing place?’ — ‘Such is the nature of 
Samoans/ said he. Well, I ’ll find a landing- 
place, I thought ; and presently I said, ‘ Now we 
are going to land there.’ — ‘We can but try/ said 
the bland Sal6, with resignation. Never saw a 
better landing-place in my life. Here the boat 
joined us. My mother and Sale continued in the 
canoe alone, and Belle and I and Tauilo set off on 
foot for Malie. Tauilo was about the size of both 
of us put together and a piece over ; she used us 
like a mouse with children. I had started bare- 
foot ; Belle had soon to pull off her gala shoes 
and stockings ; the mud was as deep as to our 
knees, and so slippery that (moving, as we did, in 
Indian file, between dense scratching tufts of 
sensitive) Belle and I had to take hands to 
support each other, and Tauilo was steadying 
Belle from the rear. You can conceive we were 
got up to kill, Belle in an embroidered white 
dress and white hat, I in a suit of Bedford cords 
hot from the Sydney tailors ; and conceive us, 
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below, ink-black to the knees with adhesive clay, 1892 
and above, streaming with heat. I suppose it was Ma ? 
better than three miles, but at la:, f we made the 
end of Malie. I asked if ve could find no water 
to wash our feet ; and our nursemaid guided us 
to a pool. We sat down on the pool side, and 
our nursemaid washed our feet and legs lor us — 
ladies first, I suppose out of a sudden respect to 
the insane European fancies * such a luxury as 
you can scarce imagine. I felt a new man after 
it. But before we got to the King’s house we 
were sadly muddied once more. It was 1 P.M. 
when we arrived, the canoe having beaten us by 
about five minutes, so we made fair time over our 
bog-holes. 

But the war dances v%pre over, and we came 
in time to see only the tail end (some two hours) 
of the food presentation. In Mataafa’s house 
three chairs were set for us covered with fine 
mats. Of course, a native house without the 
blinds down is like a verandah. All the green 
in front was surrounded with sheds, some of 
flapping canvas, some of green palm boughs, 
where (in three sides of a huge oblong) the natives 
sat by villages in a fine glow of many-hued array. 

There were folks in tapa, and folks in patchwork ; 
there was every colour of the rainbow in a spot 
or a cluster ; there were men with their heads 
gilded with powdered sandal-wood, others with 
heads all purple, stuck full of the petals of a 
flower. In the midst there was a growing field 
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*$92 of outspread food, gradually covering acres; the 
gifts were brought in, now by chanting deputa- 
tions, now by carriers in a file ; they were bran- 
dished aloft and declaimed over, with polite 
sacramental exaggerations, by the official receiver. 
He, a stalwart, well-oiled quadragenarian, shone 
with sweat from his exertions, brandishing cooked 
pigs. At intervals, from one of the squatted 
villages, an orator would arise. The field was 
almost beyond the reach of any human speaking 
voice ; the proceedings besides continued in the 
midst ; yet it was possible to catch snatches of 
this elaborate and cut-and-dry oratory — it was 
possible for me, for instance, to catch the descrip- 
tion of my gift and myself as the alii Tusitala> 
O le alii 0 malo tetele — {he chief White Informa- 
tion, the chief of the great Governments., Gay 
designation? In the house, in our three curule 
chairs, we sat and looked on. On our left a little 
group of the family. In front of us, at our feet, an 
ancient Talking-man, crowned with green leaves, 
his profile almost exactly Dante’s ; Popo his name. 
He had worshipped idols in his youth ; he had been 
full grown before the first missionary came hither 
from Tahiti ; this makes him over eighty. Near 
by him sat his son and colleague. In the group 
on our left, his little grandchild sat with her legs 
crossed and her hands turned, the model already 
(at some three years old) of Samoan etiquette. 
Still further off to our right," Mataafa sat on the 
ground through all the business ; and still I saw 
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his lips moving, and the Deads of his rosary slip 1892 
stealthily through his nand. We had kava, and 
the King’s drinking was haiied by the Popos 
(father and son) with a singular ululation, per- 
fectly new to my ears ; it means, to the expert, 

‘Long live Tuiatua’; to the inexpert, is a mere 
voice of barbarous wolves. We had dinner, retired 
a bit behind the central pillar of the house ; and, 
when the King was done eating, the ululation 
was repeated. I had my eyes on Mataafa’s face, 
and I saw pride and gratified ambition spring to 
life there and be instantly sucked in again. It 
was the first time, since the difference <• *th 
Laupepa, that Popo and his son had openly 
joined him, and given him the due cry as Tuiatua 
— one of the eight royal Barnes of the islands, as 
I hope you will know before this reaches you. 

Not long after we had dined, the food-bringing 
was oven The gifts (carefully noted and tallied 
as they came in) were now announced by a 
humorous orator, who convulsed the audience, 
introducing singing notes, now on the name of 
the article, now on the number ; six thousand odd 
heads of taro, three hundred and nineteen cooked 
pigs ; and one thing that particularly caught me 
(by good luck), a single turtle ‘for the King’ — 
le last mo le tupu . Then came one of the 
strangest sights I have yet witnessed. The two 
most important persons there (bar Mataafa) were 
Popo and his son. They rose, holding their long 
shod rods of talking men, passed forth from the 
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1892 house, broke into a strange dance, the father 

May capering with outstretched arms and rod, the son 
crouching and gambolling beside him in a manner 
indescribable, and presently began to extend the 
circle of this dance among the acres of cooked 
food. Whatever they leaped over , whatever they 
called for , became theirs. T o see mediaeval Dante 

thus demean himself struck a kind of a chill 
of incongruity into our Philistine souls ; but even 
in a great part of the Samoan concourse, these 
antique and (I understand) quite local manners 
awoke laughter. One of my biscuit tins and a 
live calf were among the spoils he claimed, but 
the large majority of the cooked food (having 
once proved his dignity) he re-presented to the 
King. 

Then came the turn of le alii Tusitala. He 
would not dance, but he was given — five live hens, 
four gourds of oil, four fine tapas, a hundred heads 
of taro, two cooked pigs, a cooked shark, two or 
three cocoanut branches strung with kava, and 
the turtle, who soon after breathed his last, I 
believe, from sunstroke. It was a royal present 
for 1 the chief of the great powers/ I should say 
the gifts were, on the proper signal, dragged out 
of the field of food by a troop of young men, all 
with their lava-lavas kilted almost into a loin- 
cloth. The art is to swoop on the food-field, 
pick up with unerring swiftness the right things 
and quantities, swoop forth again on the open, 
and separate, leaving the gifts in a new pile : so 
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you may see a covey of birds in a com-field. 1892 
This reminds me of a very inhumane but beautiful 
passage I had forgotten in its place. The gift- 
giving was still in full swing, when there came a 
troop of some ninety men all in tafa lava- lavas of 
a purplish colour ; they paused, and of a sudden 
there went up from them high in 10 the air a flight 
of live chickens, which, as they can e down again, 
were sent again into the air, for perhaps a minute, 
from the midst of a singular turmoil of flying arms 
and shouting voices ; I assure you, it was very 
beautiful to see, but how many chickens were 
killed ? 

No sooner was my food set out than I was to 
be going. I had a little serious talk with Mataafa 
on the floor, and we went flown to the boat, where 
we got our food aboard, such a cargo — like the 
Swiss Family Robinson, we said. However, a 
squall began, Tauilo refused to let us go, and we 
came back to the house for half-an-hour or so, 
when my ladies distinguished themselves by walk- 
ing through a Fono (council), iny mother actually 
taking up a position between Mataafa and Fopo ! 

It was about five when we started — turtle, pigs, 
taro, etc., my mother, Belle, myself, Tauilo, a 
portly friend of hers with the voice of an angel, 
and a pronunciation so delicate and true that you 
could follow Samoan as she sang, and the two 
tired boys Frank and Jimmie, with the two bad 
oars and the two slippery rowlocks to impel the 
whole. Sal 6 Taylor took the canoe and a strong 
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1892 Samoan to paddle him. Presently after he went 
inshore, and passed us a little after, with his arms 
folded, and two strong Samoans impelling him 
Apia-ward. This was too much for Belle, who 
hailed, taunted him, and made him return to the 
boat with one of the Samoans, setting Jimmie 
instead in the canoe. Then began our torment, 
Sal£ and the Samoan took the oars, sat on the 
same thwart (where they could get no swing on 
the boat had they tried), and deliberately ladled at 
the lagoon. We lay enchanted. Night fell ; there 
was a light visible on shore ; it did not move 
The two women sang, Belle joining them in the 
hymns she has learned at family worship. Then 
a squall came up ; we sat a while in roaring mid- 
night under rivers of rain, and, when it blew by, 
there was the light again, immovable. A second 
squall followed, one of the worst I was ever out 
in ; we could scarce catch our breath in the cold, 
dashing deluge. When it went, we were so cold 
that the water in the bottom of the boat (which 
I was then baling) seemed like a warm footbath 
in comparison, and Belle and I, who were still 
barefoot, were quite restored by laving in it. 

All this time I had kept my temper, and refrained 
as far as might be from any interference, for I saw 
(in our friend’s mulish humour) he always con- 
trived to twist it to our disadvantage. But now 
came the acute point. Young Frank now took an 
oar. He was a little fellow', near as frail as myself, 
and very short ; if he weighed nine stone, it was 
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the outside ; but his blood was up. He took 1892 
stroke, moved the big Samoan forward to bow, 
and set to work to pull him /ound in fine style. 
Instantly a kind of race competition — almost race 
hatred — sprang up. We jeered the Samoan. Sal6 
declared it was the trim of the boat : ‘ if this lady 
was aft' (Tauilo’s portly friend) ‘he would row 
round Frank/ We insisted on her coming aft, 
and Frank still rowed round the Samoan. When 
the Samoan caught a crab (the thing was con- 
tinual with these wretched oars and rowlocks), we 
shouted and jeered ; when Frank caught one, Sate 
and the Samoan jeered and yelled. But anyway 
the boat moved, and presently we got up with 
Mulinuu, where I finally lost my temper, when 
I found that Sate propose^ to go ashore and make 
a visit — in fact, we all three did. It is not worth 
while going into, but I must give you one snatch 
of the subsequent conversation as we pulled round 
Apia bay. ‘This Samoan/ said Sate, ‘received 
seven German bullets in the field of FangalnV 
‘ I am delighted to hear it/ said Belle. ‘ FI is 

brother was killed there/ pursued Sate ; and Belle, 
prompt as an echo, ‘ Then there are no more of 
the family ? how delightful ! * Sate was suffi- 
ciently surprised to change the subject ; he began 
to praise Frank’s rowing with insufferable con- 
descension : ‘ But it is after all not to be wondered 
at/ said he, ‘ because he has been for some time 
a sailor. My good man, is it three or five years 
that you have been to sea?’ And Frank, in a 
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the ill-feeling run, that we three clapped and 
applauded and shouted, so that the President 
(whose house we were then passing) doubtless 
started at the sounds. It was nine when we got 
to the hotel ; at first no food was to be found, but 
we skirmished up some bread and cheese and 
beer and brandy ; and (having changed our wet 
clothes for the rather less wet in our bags) supped 
on the verandah. 

Saturday 28 th. I was wakened about 6.30, long 
past my usual hour, by a benevolent passer-by. 
My turtle lay on the verandah at my door, and the 
man woke me to tell me it was dead, as it had 
been when we put it on board the day before. All 
morning I ran the gauntlet of men and women 
coming up to me: ‘Mr. Stevenson, your turtle is 
dead.’ I gave half of it to the hotel keeper, so 
that his cook should cut it up ; and we got a 
damaged shell, and two splendid meals, beefsteak 
one day and soup the next. The horses came for 
us about 9.30. It was waterspouting ; we were 
drenched before we got out of the town ; the road 
was a fine going Highland trout stream ; it 
thundered deep and frequent, and my mother’s 
horse would not better on a walk. At last she 
took pity on us, and very nobly proposed that 
Belle and I should ride ahead. We were mighty 
glad to do so, for we were cold. Presently, I said 
I should ride back for my mother, but it thundered 
again ; Belle is afraid of thunder, and I decided to 
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see her through the forest before I returned for my 1893 
other hen — I may say, my other wet hen. About Ma ^ 
the middle of the wood, where it is roughest and 
steepest, we met three pack-horses with barrels of 
lime-juice. I piloted Belle past these — it is not 
very easy in such a road — and then passed them 
again myself, to pilot my mother. This effected, 
it began to thunder again, so I rode on hard after 
Belle. When I caught up with her, she was singing 
Samoan hymns to support her terrors ! We were 
all back, changed, and at table by lunch time, 

1 1 A.M. Nor have any of us been the worse for it 
sinsyne. That is pretty good for a woman of my 
mother's age and an invalid of my standing ; above 
all, as Tauilo was laid up with a bad cold, pro- 
bably increased by rage. * 


Friday , 3 rd June . 

On Wednesday the club could not be held, and June 
I must ride down town and to and fro all after- 
noon delivering messages, then dined and rode up 
by the young moon. I had plenty news when I 
got back ; there is great talk in town of my 
deportation : it is thought they have written home 
to Downing Street requesting my removal, which 
leaves me not much alarmed ; what I do rather 
expect is that H. J. Moors and I may be haled 
up before the C. J. to stand a trial for /^-Majesty. 

Well, we 'll try and live it through. 

The rest of my history since Monday has been 
unadulterated David Balfour . In season and out 
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1892 of season, night and day, David and his innocent 
harem — let me be just, he never has more than the 
two — are on my mind. Think of David Balfour 
with a pair of fair ladies — very nice ones too- 
hanging round him. I really believe David is as 
a good character as anybody has a right to ask for 
in a novel. I have finished drafting Chapter XX. 
to-day, and feel it all ready to froth when the 
spigot is turned. 

0 I forgot — and do forget. What did I 
mean ? A waft of cloud has fallen on my mind, 
and I will write no more. 

Wednesday , I believe , %th June. 

Lots of David, and lots of David, and the devil 
any other news. Yesterday we were startled by 
great guns firing a salute, and to-day Whitmee 
(missionary) rode up to lunch, and we learned it 
was the Curaqoa come in, the ship (according to 
rumour) in which I was to be deported. I went 
down to meet my fate, and the captain is to dine 
with me Saturday, so I guess I am not going this 
voyage. Even with the particularity with which 
I write to you, how much of my life goes un- 
expressed ; my troubles with a madman by the 

name of , a genuine living lunatic, I believe, 

and jolly dangerous ; my troubles about poor , 

all these have dropped out ; yet for moments they 
were very instant, and one of them is always 
present with me. 

1 have finished copying Chapter XXI. of David 
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— * solus cum sola; we travel together/ Chapter 189? 
XXII., * Solus cum sola , we keep house together/ J«n* 
is already drafted. To the end of XXL makes 
more than 150 pages of rr.y manuscript — damn 
this hair — and I only designed the book to run to 
about 200; but when you introduce the female 
sect, a book does run away with you. I am very 
curious to see what you will think of my two girls. 

My own opinion is quite clear , I am in love with 
both. I foresee a few pleasant years of spiritual 
flirtations. The creator (if I may name myself, for 
the sake of argument, by such a name) is essentially 
unfaithful. For the duration of the two chapters 
in which I dealt with Miss Grant, I totally forgot 
my heroine, and even — but this is a flat secret — 
tried to win away David, I think I must try 
some day to marry Miss Grant I m blest if I 
don't think I 've got that hair out ! which seems 
triumph enough ; so I conclude. 


Tuesday . 

Your infinitesimal correspondence has reached 
me, and I have the honour to refer to it with 
scorn. It contains only one statement of con- 
ceivable interest, that your health is better ; the 
rest is null, and so far as disquisitory unsound. I 
am all right, but David Balfour is ailing ; this 
came from my visit to the man-of-war, where I 
had a cup of tea, and the most of that night 
walked the verandah with extraordinary convic- 
tions of guilt and ruin, many of which (but not all) 
N 



194 VAILIMA LETTERS 

1892 proved to have fled with the day, taking David 

June along with them ; he R.I.P. in Chapter XXII. 

On Saturday I went down to the town, and 
fetched up Captain Gibson to dinner ; Sunday I 
was all day at Samoa, and had a pile of visitors. 
Yesterday got my mail, including your despic- 
able sheet ; was fooled with a visit from the high 
chief Asi, went down at 4 P.M. to my Samoan 
lesson from Whitmee — I think I shall learn from 
him, he does not fool me with cockshot rules that 
are demolished next day, but professes ignorance 
like a man ; the truth is, the grammar has still to 
be expiscated — dined with Haggard, and got 
home about nine. 

Wednesday. 

The excellent Clarke up here almost all day 
yesterday, a man I esteem and like to the soles 
of his boots ; I prefer him to any one in Samoa, 
and to most people in the world ; a real good 
missionary, with the inestimable advantage of 
having grown up a layman. Pity they all can't get 
that ! It recalls my old proposal, which delighted 
Lady Taylor so much, that every divinity student 
should be thirty years old at least before he was 
admitted. Boys switched out of college into a 
pulpit, what chance have they ? That any should 
do well amazes me, and the most are just what 
was to be expected. 

Saturday. 

I must tell you of our feast. It was long pro- 
mised to the boys, and came off yesterday in one 
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of their new houses. My good Simei 6 arrived 
from Savaii that morning asking tor political 
advice; then we had Tauilo; Elena's father, a 
talking man of Tauilo’s family; Talolo’s cousin ; 
and a boy of Simel^’s family, who attended on 
his dignity ; then Metu, the meat-man — you have 
never heard of him, but he is a gre?t person in our 
household — brought a lady and a boy — and there 
was another infant — eight guests in all. And we 
sat down thirty strong. You should have seen 
our procession, going (about two o’clock), all in 
our best clothes, tc the hall of feasting ! All in 
our Sunday’s best. The new house had been 
hurriedly finished ; the rafters decorated with 
flowers ; the floor spread, native style, with green 
leaves ; we had given a J)ig porker, twenty-five 
pounds of fresh beef, a tin of biscuit, cocoanuts, 
etc. Our places were all arranged with much 
care ; the native ladies of the house facing 
our party ; the sides filled up by the men ; the 
guests, please observe : the two chief people, 
male and female, were placed with our family, 
the rest between S. and the native ladies. 
After the feast was over, we had kava, and 
the calling of the kava was a very elaborate 
affair, and I thought had like to have made 
Simete very angry ; he is really a consider- 
able chief, but he and Tauilo were not called till 
after all our family, and the guests , I suppose 
the principle being that he was still regarded as 
one of the household. I forgot to say that our 
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1S92 black boy did not turn up when the feast was 
Jmt ready. Off went the two cooks, found him, de- 
corated him with huge red hibiscus flowers — 
he was in a very dirty under shirt — brought him 
back between them like a reluctant maid, and 
thrust him into a place between Faauma and 
Elena, where he was petted and ministered to. 
When his turn came in the kava drinking — and 
you may be sure, in their contemptuous, affec- 
tionate kindness for him, as for a good dog, it came 
rather earlier than it ought — he was cried under 
a new name. Aleki is what they make of his 

own name Arrick ; but instead of C . U P °^\ 

y le lpu o j 

Aleki!’ it was called Me ipu o Vailima * and it 
was explained that he had ‘ taken his chief-name* ! 
a jest at which the plantation still laughs. Kava 
done, I made a little speech, Henry translating. 
If I had been well, I should have alluded to all, 
but I was scarce able to sit up ; so only alluded 
to my guest of all this month, the Tongan, Tomas, 
and to Simel£, partly for the jest of making him 
translate compliments to himself. The talking 
man replied with many handsome compliments to 
me, in the usual flood of Samoan fluent neatness ; 
and we left them to an afternoon of singing and 
dancing. Must stop now, as my right hand is 
very bad again. I am trying to write with my 
left 

Sunday. 

About half-past eight last night, I had gone to 
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my own room, Fanny and Lloyd were in Fanny’s, i%f 
every one else in bad, only two boys on the pre- 
mises — the two little brown boys Mitaiele 
(Michael), age I suppose 11 or 12, and the new 
steward, a Wallis islander, speaking no English 
and about fifty words of Samoan, recently pro- 
moted from the bush work, mid a most good, 
anxious, timid lad of 15 or 16 — looks like 17 or 
18, of course — they grow fast here In comes 
Mitaiele to Lloyd, and told some rigmarole about 
Paatalise (the stewards name) wanting to go and 
sec his family in the bush. — * But he has no family 
in the bush/ said Lloyd. 4 No/ said Mit >le. 

They went to the boy’s bed (they sleep in the 
walled-in compartment of the verandah, once my 
dressing-room) and called at once for me. He 
lay like one asleep, talking in drowsy tones but 
without excitement, and at times 'cheeping' like 
a frightened mouse ; he was quite cool to the 
touch, and his pulse not fast ; his breathing seemed 
wholly ventral ; the bust still, the belly moving 
strongly. Presently he got from his bed, and 
ran for the door, with his head down not three 
feet from the floor and his body all on a stretch 
forward, like a striking snake : I say 1 ran/ but 
this strange movement was not swift. Lloyd 
and I mastered him and got him back in bed. 

Soon there was another and more desperate 
attempt to escape, in which Lloyd had his ring 
broken. Then we bound him to the bed 
humanely with sheets, ropes, boards and pillows, 
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Jime whispered, sometimes wept like an angry child ; 
his principal word was ‘ Faamolemole * — ■* Please ’ 
— and he kept telling us at intervals that his 
family were calling him. During this interval, by 
the special grace of God, my boys came home; 
we had already called in Arrick, the black boy ; 
now we had that Hercules, Lafaele, and a man 
Savea, who comes from Paatalise’s own island and 
can alone communicate with him freely. Lloyd 
went to bed, I took the first watch, and sat in my 
room reading, while Lafaele and Arrick watched 
the madman. Suddenly Arrick called me; I 
ran into the verandah ; there was Paatalise free 
of all his bonds and Lafaele holding him. To 
tell what followed is impossible. We were five 
people at him — Lafaele and Savea, very strong 
men, Lloyd, I and Arrick, and the struggle lasted 
until i A.M. before we had him bound. One detail 
for a specimen : Lloyd and I had charge of one 
leg, we were both sitting on it, and lo ! we were 
both tossed into the air — I, I daresay, a couple of 
feet. At last we had him spread-eagled to the 
iron bedstead, by his wrists and ankles, with 
matted rope ; a most inhumane business, but what 
could we do? it was all we could do to 
manage it even so. The strength of the parox- 
ysms had been steadily increasing, and we 
trembled for the next. And now I come to pure 
Rider Haggard. Lafaele announced that the 
boy was very bad, and he would get ‘some 
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medicine ' which wr \s a family secret of his own. 1892 
Some leaves were Drought mysteriously in ; J une 
chewed, placed on the boy s eyes, dropped in 
his ears (see Hamlet) and stuck up his nostrils ; 
as he did this, the weird doctor partly smothered 
the patient with his hand , and by about 2 A.M. 
he was in a deep sleep, and from that time he 
showed no symptom of dementia whatever. The 
medicine (says Lafaele) is principally used for the 
wholesale slaughter of families ; he himself feared 
last night that his dose was fatal ; only one other 
person, on this island, knows the secret ; and she, 
Lafaele darkly whispers, has abused it This 
remarkable tree we must try to identify. 

The man-of-war doctor came up to-day, gave 
us a strait-waistcoat, taught us to bandage, 
examined the boy and saw he was apparently 
well — he insisted on doing his work all morning, 
poor lad, and when he first came down kissed all 
the family at breakfast ! The Doctor was greatly 
excited, as may be supposed, about Lafaele's 
medicine. 


Tuesday . 

All yesterday writing my mail by the hand of 
Belle, to save my wrist. This is a great inven- 
tion, to which I shall stick, if it can be managed. 
We had some alarm about Paatalise, but he slept 
well all night for a benediction. This lunatic 
asylum exercise has no attractions for any of us. 

I don’t know if I remembered to say how much 
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189a pleased I was with Across the Plains in every 

June way, inside and out, and you and me. The critics 
seem to taste it, too, as well as could be hoped, 
and I believe it will continue to bring me in a 
few shillings a year for a while. But such books 
pay only indirectly. 

To understand the full horror of the mad scene, 
and how well my boys behaved, remember that 
they believed Pis ravings , they knew that his dead 
family, thirty strong, crowded the front verandah 
and called on him to come to the other world. 
They knew that his dead brother had met him 
that afternoon in the bush and struck him on 
both temples. And remember! we are fighting 
the dead, and they had to go out again in the 
black night, which is the r dead man’s empire. Yet 
last evening, when I thought P. was going to 
repeat the performance, I sent down for Lafaele, 
who had leave of absence, and he and his wife 
came up about eight o’clock with a lighted brand. 
These are the things for which I have to forgive 
my old cattle-man his manifold shortcomings ; 
they are heroic — so are the shortcomings, to be 
sure. 

It came over me the other day suddenly that 
this diary of mine to you would make good 
pickings after I am dead, and a man could make 
someTdnd of a book out of it without much 
trouble. So, for God’s sake, don't lose them, 
and they will prove a piece of provision for my 
1 poor old family/ as Simel6 calls it 
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About my coming to Europe, I get more and 189c 
more doubtful, and rather incline to Ceylon again 
as place of meeting. I am so absurdly well here 
in the tropics , that it seems like affectation. Yet 
re member I have never once stood Sydney. Any- 
way, I shall have the money for it all ahead, 
before I think of such a thing. 

We had a bowl of Punch on your birthday, 
which my incredible mother somehow knew and 
remembered. 

I sometimes sit and yearn for anything in the 
nature of an income that would come in — mine 
has all got to be gone and fished for with the 
imihortal mind of man. What I want is the 
income that really comes in of itself while all 
you have to do is just to blossom and exist and 
sit on chairs. Think how beautiful it would be 
not to have to mind the critics, and not even the 
darkest of the crowd — Sidney Colvin. I should 
probably amuse myself with works that would 
make your hair curl, if you had any left. 

R. L. S. 



XX 


Saturday , 2nd July 189a. 

1892 The character of my handwriting is explained, 
July alas! by scrivener’s cramp. This also explains 
how long I have let the paper lie plain. 


I P.M. 

I was busy copying David Balfour with my left 
hand — a most laborious task — Fanny was down 
at the native house superintending the floor, Lloyd 
down in Apia, and Belle in her own house cleaning, 
when I heard the latter calling on my name. I 
ran out on the verandah ; and there on the lawn 
beheld my crazy boy with an axe in his hand and 
dressed out in green ferns, dancing. I ran down- 
stairs and found all my house boys on the back 
verandah, watching him through the dining-room. 
I asked what it meant ? — * Dance belong his place,’ 
they said. — * I think this no time to dance/ said I. 
‘ Has he done his work ? ’ — ‘ No/ they told me, 
‘away bush all morning.’ But there they all 
stayed on the back verandah. I went on alone 
through the dining-room, and bade him stop. He 
did so, shouldered the axe, and began to walk 
away ; but I called him back, walked up to him, 
802 
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and took the axe out of his unresisting hands. 1892 
The boy is in all things sc good, that I can scarce 
say I was afraid ; only I felt it had to be stopped 
ere he could work himself up by dancing to some 
craziness. Our house boys protested they were 
not afraid ; all I know is they were all watching 
him round the back door and did not follow me 
till I had the axe. As for the out boys, who were 
working with Fanny in the native house, they 
thought it a very bad business, and made no 
secret of their fears. 


Wednesday , "*h. 

I have no account to give of my stewardship 
these days, and there ’s a day more to account for 
than mere arithmetic would tell you. For we 
have had two Monday Fourths, to bring us at last 
on the right side of the meridian, having hitherto 
been an exception in the world and kept our 
private date. Business has filled my hours sans 
intermission. 


Tuesday , 12 tk. 

I am doing no work and my mind is in abeyance. 
Fanny and Belle are sewing-machining in the next 
room ; I have been pulling down their hair, and 
Fanny has been kicking me, and now I am driven 
out Austin I have been chasing about the 
verandah ; now he has gone to his lessons, and I 
make believe to write to you in despair. But 
there is nothing in my mind ; I swim in mere 
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1S92 vacancy, my head is like a rotten nut ; I shall 
July 

soon have to begin to work again or I shall cany 
away some part of the machinery. I have got 
your insufficient letter, for which I scorn to thank 
you. I have had no review by Gosse, none by 
Birrell ; another time if I have a letter in the 
Times, you might send me the text as well ; also 
please send me a cricket bat and a cake, and when 
I come home for the holidays, I should like to 
have a pony. 

I am, sir, your obedient servant, 

Jacob Tonson. 

P.S . I am quite well ; I hope you are quite 
well. The world is too much with us, and my 
mother bids me bind my hair and lace my bodice 
blue. 



My dear Colvin, — This is Fr’day night, the 
(I believe) 18th or 20th August or September. Aug. 
I shall probably regret to-mo-row having written 
you with my own hand like the Apostle Paul. 

But I am alone over here in the workman's house, 
where I and Belle and Lloyd and Austin are 
pigging ; the rest are at cards in the main resi- 
dence. I have not joined them because ‘ belly 
belong me * has been kicking up, and I have just 
taken 1 5 drops of laudanum. 

On Tuesday, the party set out — self in white 
cap, velvet coat, cords and yellow half boots, Belle 
in a white kind of suit and white cap to match 
mine, Lloyd in white clothes and long yellow 
boots and a straw hat, Graham in khakis and 
gaiters, Henry (my old overseer) in blue coat and 
black kilt, and the great Lafaele with a big ship- 
bag on his saddle-bow. We left the mail at the 
P. O., had lunch at the hotel, and about 1.50 set 
out westward to the place of tryst. 1 This was by 

1 The expedition to Mataafa’s camp, of which the history is 
thus introduced without preface, was one undertaken in company 
with the Countess of Jersey and some members of her family, who 
were then on a visit to the island. Owing to the position of 
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189* a little shrunken brook in a deep channel of mud, 
on the far side of which, in a thicket of low 
trees, all full of moths of shadow and butterflies 
of sun, we lay down to await her ladyship. 
Whiskey and water, then a sketch of the encamp- 
ment for which we all posed to Belle, passed off 
the time until 3.30. Then I could hold on no 
longer. 30 minutes late. Had the secret oozed 
out? Were they arrested? I got my horse, 
crossed the brook again, and rode hard back to 
the Vaea cross roads, whence I was aware of 
white clothes glancing in the other long straight 
radius of the quadrant. I turned at once to return 
to the place of tryst ; but D. overtook me, and 
almost bore me down, shouting * Ride, ride ! * like 
a hero in a ballad. Lady Margaret and he were 
only come to shew the place ; they returned, 
and the rest of our party, reinforced by Captain 
Leigh and Lady Jersey, set on for Malie. The 
delay was due to D.’s infinite precautions, leading 
them up lanes, by back ways, and then down 
again to the beach road a hundred yards further 
on. 

It was agreed that Lady Jersey existed no more; 
she was now my cousin Amelia Balfour. That 
relative and I headed the march ; she is a charm- 
ing woman, all of us like her extremely after trial 

M&taafa as a rival or • rebel ’ king, Lady Jersey’s visit, which was 
of course one of curiosity merely, had to be made unofficially, and, 
so far as might be, incognita . Readers will find an account of it 
in her own words, Nineteenth Century t Jan. 1893. 
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on this somewhat rude and absurd excursion. 189a 
And we Amelia’d or Miss Balfour’d her with ^ 8 * 
great but intermittent fidelity. When we came to 
the last village, I sent Henry on ahead to warn 
the King of our approach and amend his discre- 
tion, if that might be. As he left 1 heard the 
villagers asking which was the gre it lady f And 
a little further, at the borders of Malie itseif, we 
found the guard making a music of bugles and 
conches. Then 1 knew the game was up and the 
secret out A considerable guard of honour, 
mostly children, accompanied us ; but, for our 
good fortune, we had been looked for earlier and 
the crowd was gone. 

Dinner at the King’s ; he asked me to say 
grace, I could think of none — never could ; Graham 
suggested Benedictus Bencdicat, at which I leaped. 

We were nearly done, when old Popo inflicted the 
Atua howl (of which you have heard already) 
right at Lady Jersey's shoulder. She started in 
fine style. — * There/ I said , 4 we have been giving 
you a chapter of Scott, but this goes beyond the 
Waverley Novels . 1 After dinner, kava. Lady J. 
was served before me, and the King drank last ; 
it was the least formal kava I ever saw in that 
house, — no names called, no show of ceremony. 

All my ladies are well trained, and when Belle 
drained her bowl, the King was pleased to clap 
his hands. Then he and I must retire for our 
private interview, to another house. He gave me 
his own staff and made me pass before him ; and 
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1892 in the interview, which was long and delicate, he 
A®** twice called me afioga. Ah, that leaves you cold, 
but I am Samoan enough to have been moved. 
Susuga is my accepted rank ; to be called 
afioga — Heavens! what an advance — and it 
leaves Europe cold. But it staggered my Henry. 
The first time it was complicated ‘lana susuga 
ma lana afioga — his excellency and his majesty' 
— the next time plain Majesty. Henry then 
begged to interrupt the interview and tell who 
he was — he is a small family chief in Sawaii, 
not very small — * I do not wish the King/ says 
he, ‘to think me a boy from Apia/ On our 
return to the palace, we separated. I had asked 
for the ladies to sleep alone — that was under- 
stood ; but that Tusitala — his afioga Tusitala — 
should go out with the other young men, and 
not sleep with the highborn females of his family 
— was a doctrine received with difficulty. Lloyd 
and I had one screen, Graham and Leigh another, 
and we slept well. 

In the morning I was first abroad before dawn ; 
not very long, already there was a stir of birds. 
A little after, I heard singing from the King’s 
chapel — exceeding good — and went across in the 
hour w'hen the east is yellow and the morning 
bank is breaking up, to hear it nearer. All about 
the chapel, the guards were posted, and all saluted 
Tusitala I could not refrain from smiling: ‘So 
there is a place too/ I thought, ‘where sentinels 
salute me/ Mine has been a queer life. 
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Breakfast was rather a protracted business. t$$t 

And that was scarce over when we were called £0 Aug, 
the great house (now finished — recall your earlier 
letters) to see a royal kava This function is of 
rare use ; 1 know grown Samoans who have 



never witnessed it. It is, besides, as you are to 
hear, a piece of prehistoric history, crystallised 
in figures, and the facts largely forgotten ; an 
acted hieroglyph. The house is really splendid ; 
in the rafters in the midst, two carved and 
coloured model birds are posted ; the only thing 
O 
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1892 of the sort I have ever remarked in Samoa, the 
Samoans being literal observers of the second 
commandment. At one side of the egg our 
party sat. a = Mataafa, b = Lady J., c = Belle, 
d = Tusitala, e = Graham, f = Lloyd, g = Captain 
Leigh, h= Henry, i = Popo. The x’s round are 
the high chiefs, each man in his historical 
position. One side of the house is set apart 
for the King alone ; we were allowed there 
as his guests and Henry as our interpreter. It 
was a huge trial to the lad, when a speech was 
made to me which he must translate, and I made 
a speech in answer which he had to orate, full- 
breathed, to that big circle ; he blushed through 
his dark skin, but looked and acted like a gentle- 
man and a young fellow of sense ; then the kava 
came to the King ; he poured one drop in libation, 
drank another, and flung the remainder outside 
the house behind him. Next came the turn of 
the old shapeless stone marked T. It stands for 
one of the King's titles, Tamasoalii ; IVJataafa is 
Tamasoalii this day, but cannot drink for it ; and 
the stone must first be washed with water, and 
then have the bowl emptied on it. Then — the 
order I cannot recall — came the turn of y and z, 
two orators of the name of Malietoa ; the first 
took his kava down plain, like an ordinary man ; 
the second must be packed to bed under a big 
sheet of tapa, and be massaged by anxious 
assistants and rise on his elbow groaning to drink 
his cup. W., a great hereditary war man, came 
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next ; five times the cup-bearers marched up and 1894 
down the house and passed the cup on, five times Aw ®* 
it was filled and the General’s name and titles 
heralded at the bowl, and five times he refused it 
(after examination) as too small. It is said this 
commemorates a time when Malietoa at the head 
of his army suffered much for want of supplies. 

Then this same military gentleman must drink 
five cups, one from each of the great names : all 
which took a precious long time. He acted very 
well, haughtily and in a society tone outlining the 
part. The difference was marked when he sub- 
sequently made a speech in his own charactc. as 
a plain God-fearing chief. A few more high chiefs, 
then Tusitala ; one more, and then Lady Jersey ; 
one more, and then Captain Leigh, and so on with 
the rest of our party — Henry of course excepted. 

You see in public, Lady Jersey followed me — just 
so far was the secret kept. 

Then we came home ; Belle, Graham and 
Lloyd to the Chinaman’s, I with Lady Jersey, 
to lunch ; so, severally home. Thursday I have 
forgotten : Saturday, I began again on Davie ; on 
Sunday, the Jersey party came up to call and 
carried me to dinner. As I came out, to ride 
home, the search-fights of the Cura$oa were 
lightening on the horizon from many miles away, 
and next morning she came in. Tuesday was 
huge fun: a reception at Haggard’s. All our 
party dined there ; Lloyd and I, in the absence of 
Haggard and Leigh, had to play aide-de-camp and 
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t%s host for about twenty minutes, and I presented 

A** the population of Apia at random but (luck 
helping) without one mistake. Wednesday we 
had two middies to lunch. Thursday we had Eeles 
and Hoskyn (lieutenant and doctor — very, very 
nice fellows — simple, good and not the least dull) 
to dinner. Saturday, Graham and I lunched on 
board ; Graham, Belle, Lloyd dined at the G/s ; 
and Austin and the whole of our servants went 
with them to an evening entertainment ; the more 
bold returning by lantern-light Yesterday, Sun- 
day, Belle and I were off by about half past eight, 
left our horses at a public house, and went on 
board the Curaqoa in the wardroom skiff ; were 
entertained in the wardroom ; thence on deck to 
the service, which was a great treat ; three fiddles 
and a harmonium and excellent choir, and the 
great ship’s company joining : on shore in 
Haggard’s big boat to lunch with the party. 
Thence all together to Vailima, where we read 
aloud a Ouida Romance we have been secretly 
writing ; in which Haggard was the hero, and 
each one of the authors had to draw a portrait 
of him or herself in a Ouida light. Leigh, Lady 
J., Fanny, R.L.S., Belle and Graham were the 
authors. 

In the midst of this gay life, I have finally re- 
copied two chapters, and drafted for the first time 
three of Davie Balfour. But it is not a life that 
would continue to suit me, and if I have not con- 
tinued to write to you, you will scarce wonder. 
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And to-day we all gc down again to dinner, and 189a 
to-morrow they all come uo t~> lunch ! The world Au * 
is too much with us. But it now nears an end, 
to-day already the Curaqoa has sailed ; and on 
Saturday or Sunday Lady Jersey will follow them 
in the mail steamer. 1 am sending you a wire by 
her hands as far as Sydney, that is to say cither 
you or Cassell, about Fulesd : I will not allow it 
to be called Uma in book form, that is not the 
logical name of the story. Nor can I have the 
marriage contract omitted ; and the thing is full 
of misprints abominable. In the picture, Uma is 
rot ; so is the old man and the negro ; but Yv ilt- 
shire is splendid, and Case will do. It seems 
badly illuminated, but this may be printing. 

How have I seen this first number? Not through 
your attention, guilty one ! Lady Jersey had it, 
and only mentioned it yesterday. 1 

I ought to say how much we all like the Jersey 
party. My boy Henry was enraptured with the 
manners of the Tawaitai Silt (chief lady). Among 
our other occupations, I did a bit of a supposed 
epic describing our tryst at the ford of the Gase- 
gase; and Belle and I made a little book of 
caricatures and verses about incidents on the 
visit. 

1 I had not cared to send him the story as thus docked and 
re-christened in its serial shape. 
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Tuesday. 

189a The wild round of gaiety continues. After I 
had written to you yesterday, the brain being 
wholly extinct, I played piquet all morning with 
Graham. After lunch down to call on the U.S. 
Consul, hurt in a steeple-chase ; thence back to 
the new girls* school which Lady J. was to open, 
and where my ladies met me. Lady J. is really 
an orator, with a voice of gold ; the rest of us 
played our unremarked parts ; missionaries, 
Haggard, myself, a Samoan chief, holding forth 
in turn ; myself with (at least) a golden brevity. 
Thence, Fanny, Belle, and I to town, to our 
billiard room in Haggard’s back garden, where 
we found Lloyd and where Graham joined us. 
The three men first dressed, with the ladies in a 
corner ; and then, to leave them a free field, we 
went off to Haggard and Leigh’s quarters, where- 
after all to dinner, where our two parties, a brother 
of Colonel Kitchener’s, a passing globe-trotter, 
and Clarke the missionary. A very gay evening, 
with all sorts of chaff and mirth, and a moonlit 
ride home, and to bed before 12.30. And now 
to-day, we have the Jersey- Haggard troupe to 
lunch, and I must pass the morning dressing 
ship. 


Thursday , Sept. 1st . 

I sit to write to you now, 7.15, all the world in 
bed except myself, accounted for, and Belle and 
Graham, down at Haggard*s at dinner. Not a 
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leaf is stirring here ; but the moon overhead (now 1892 

of a good bigness) ir obscu ed and partly revealed Sep*- 

in a whirling covey of thin storm-ck>uds. By 
Jove, it blows above. 

From 8 till 11.15 on Tuesday. I dressed ship, 
and in particular cleaned crystal, my specialty. 

About 11.30 the guests began to arrive before I 
was dressed, and between while I had written a 
parody for Lloyd to sing. Yesterday, Wednesday, 

I had to start out about 3 for town, had a long 
interview with the head of the German Firm about 
some work in my new house, got over to Lloyd's 
billia»d-room about six, on the way whither I met 
Fanny and Belle coming down with one Kitchener, 
a brother of the Colonel’s. Dined in the billiard- 
room, discovered we had forgot to order oatmeal ; 
whereupon, in the moonlit evening, I set forth in 
my tropical array, mess jacket and such, to get 
the oatmeal, and meet a young fellow C. — and not 
a bad young fellow either, only an idiot — as drunk 
as Croesus. He wept with me, he wept for me ; 
he talked like a bad character in an impudently 
bad farce ; I could have laughed aloud to hear, 
and could make you laugh by repeating, but 
laughter was not uppermost. 

This morning at about seven, I set off after the 
lost sheep. I could have no horse ; all that could 
be mounted — we have one girth-sore and one 
dead-lame in the establishment — were due at a 
picnic about 10.30. The morning was very wet, 
and I set off barefoot, with my trousers over my 
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1892 knees, and a macintosh. Presently I had to take 

5 «pt- a side path in the bush ; missed it ; came forth in 
a great oblong patch of taro solemnly surrounded 
by forest — no soul, no sign, no sound — and as I 
stood there at a loss, suddenly between the 
showers out broke the note of a harmonium and 
a womans voice singing an air that I know very 
well, but have (as usual) forgot the name of. Twas 
from a great way off, but seemed to fill the world. 
It was strongly romantic, and gave me a point 
which brought me, by all sorts of forest wading, 
to an open space of palms. These were of all 
ages, but mostly at that age when the branches 
arch from the ground level, range themselves, 
with leaves exquisitely green. The whole inter- 
space was overgrown with convolvulus, purple, 
yellow and white, often as deep as to my waist, 
in which I floundered aimlessly. The very moun- 
tain was invisible from here. The rain came and 
went ; now in sunlit April showers, now with 
the proper tramp and rattle of the tropics. All 
this while I met no sight or sound of man, except 
the voice which was now silent, and a damned 
pig-fence that headed me off at every comer. Do 
you know barbed wire ? Think of a fence of it 
on rotten posts, and you barefoot But I crossed 
it at last with my heart in my mouth and no harm 
done. Thence at last to Cs. : no C. Next place 
I came to was in the zone of woods. They 
offered me a buggy and set a black boy to wash 
my legs and feet 4 Washum legs belong that 
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fellow white-man * was the command Sc at last 28912 
I ran down my son of a g an in *he hotel, sober, 
and with no story to teil ; penitent, I think. 
Horae, by buggy and my poor feet, up three 
miles of root, boulder, gravel aril liquid mud, 
slipping back at every step. 


Sunday, Sept. 41A. 

Hope you will be able to read a word of the 
last, no joke writing by a bad lantern with a 
groggy hand and your glasses mislaid. Not that 
the hand is not better, as you see by the absence 
of the amanuensis hitherto. Mail came Friday, 
and a communication from yourself much more 
decent than usual, for which I thank you. 
Glad the Wrecker should so hum ; but Lord, what 
fools these mortals be ! 

So far yesterday, the citation being wrung from 
me by remembrance of many reviews. I have 
now received all Falesd, and my admiration for 
that tale rises ; I believe it is in some ways my 
best work ; I am pretty sure, at least, I have 
never done anything better than Wiltshire. 

Monday, 13 th September 1892. 

On Wednesday the Spinsters of Apia gave a 
ball to a select crowd. Fanny, Belle, Lloyd and 
I rode down, met Haggard by the way and 
joined company with him. Dinner with Haggard, 
and thence to the ball. The Chief Justice 
appeared ; it was immediately remarked, and 
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1892 whispered from one to another, that he and I 
had the only red sashes in the room, — and they 
were both of the hue of blood, sir, blood. He 
shook hands with myself and all the members 
of my family. Then the cream came, and I found 
myself in the same set of a quadrille with his, 
honour. We dance here in Apia a most fearful 
and wonderful quadrille, I don't know where the 
devil they fished it from ; but it is rackety and 
prancing and embraceatory beyond words ; per- 
haps it is best defined in Haggard’s expression 
of a gambado. When I and my great enemy 
found ourselves involved in this gambol, and 
crossing hands, and kicking up, and being em- 
braced almost in common by large and quite 
respectable females, we — or I — tried to preserve 
some rags of dignity, but not for long. The 
deuce of it is that, personally, I love this man ; 
his eye speaks to me, I am pleased in his society. 
We exchanged a glance, and then a grin ; the 
man took me in his confidence ; and through the 
remainder of that prance we pranced for each 
other. Hard to imagine any position more ridicu- 
lous ; a week before he had been trying to rake 
up evidence against me by brow-beating and 
threatening a half-white interpreter ; that very 
morning I had been writing most villainous 
attacks upon him for the Times ; and we meet 
and smile, and — damn it! — like each other. I 
do my best to damn the man and drive him 
from these islands; but the weakness endures 
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— I love him. Thlj is a thing I would despise 1892 
in anybody else; but he is so jolly insidious Sept 
and ingratiating! No, sir, I can't dislike him; 
but if I don't make hay of him, it shall not be 
for v/ant of trying. 

Yesterday, we had two Germans and a young 
American boy to lunch ; and in the afternoon, 
Vailima was in a state of siege ; ten white people 
on the front verandah, at least as many brown 
in the cook house, and countless blacks to see 
the black boy Arrick. 

Which reminds me, Arrick was sent Friday 
was a week to the German Firm with a note, and 
was not home on time. Lloyd and I were going 
bed ward, it was late with a bright moon — ah, 
poor dog, you know no such moons as these ! — 
when home came Arrick with his head in a white 
bandage and his eyes shining. He had had a 
fight with other blacks, Malaita boys ; many 
against one, and one with a knife : 1 1 KNICKED 
'EM DOWN, three four ! ’ he cried ; and had 
himself to be taken to the doctor’s and bandaged. 

Next day, he could not work, glory of battle 
swelled too high in his threadpaper breast ; he had 
made a one-stringed harp for Austin, borrowed it, 
came to Fanny’s room, and sang war-songs and 
danced a war dance in honour of his victory. 

And it appears, by subsequent advices, that it 
was a serious victory enough ; four of his assail- 
ants went to hospital, and one is thought in 
danger. All Vailima rejoiced at this news. 
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1892 Five more chapters of David, 22 to 27, go to 
Sc P t * Baxter. All love affair; seems pretty good to 
me. Will it do for the young person ? I don’t 
know: since the Beach, I know nothing, except 
that men are fools and hypocrites, and I know 
less of them than I was fond enough to fancy. 



XXII 


Thursday , 1 5 th September . 

MY DEAR COLVIN, — On Tuesday, we had our 189a 
young adventurer 1 ready, and Fanny, Belle, he Sc P L 
and I set out about three of a dark, deadly hot, 
and deeply unwholesome afternoon. BelF had 
the lad behind her ; I had a pint of champagne 
in either pocket, a parcel in iny hands, and as 
Jack had a girth sore and I rode without a girth, 

I might be said to occupy a very unstrategic 
position. On the way down, a little dreary, 
beastly drizzle beginning to come out of the 
darkness, Fanny put up an umbrella, her horse 
bounded, reared, cannoned into me, cannoned into 
Belle and the lad, and bolted for home. It really 
might and ought to have been an A 1 catastrophe ; 
but nothing happened beyond Fanny’s nerves 
being a good deal shattered ; of course, she could 
not tell what had happened to us until she got 
her horse mastered. 

Next day, Haggard went off to the Commis- 
sion and left us in charge of his house ; all our 
people came down in wreaths of flowers ; we had 

1 Austin Strong, on his way to school in California. 

231 
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189a a boat for them ; Haggard had a flag in the 
Commission boat for us ; and when at last the 
steamer turned up, the young adventurer was 
carried on board in great style, with a new watch 
and chain, and about three pound ten of tips, 
and five big baskets of fruit as free-will offerings 
to the captain. Captain Morse had us all to lunch ; 
champagne flowed, so did compliments ; and I 
did the affable celebrity life-sized. It made a 
great send-off for the young adventurer. As the 
boat drew off, he was standing at the head of the 
gangway, supported by three handsome ladies — 
one of them a real full-blown beauty, Madame 
Green, the singer — and looking very engaging 
himself, between smiles and tears. Not that he 
cried in public. 

My, but we were a tired crowd ! However, it 
is always a blessing to get home, and this time 
it was a sort of wonder to ourselves that we got 
back alive. Casualties : Fanny’s back jarred, 
horse incident ; Belle, bad headache, tears and 
champagne ; self, idiocy, champagne, fatigue ; 
Lloyd, ditto, ditto. As for the adventurer, I 
believe he will have a delightful voyage for his 
little start in life. But there is always something 
touching in a mite’s first launch. 


Date unknown, 

I am now well on with the third part of the 
Dtbdele. The two first I liked much ; the second 
completely knocking me ; So far as it has gone, 
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this third part appears the r&mblings of a dull 
man who has foi gotten wh~t he has to say — he Sept, 
reminds me of an M.P. But Sedan was really 
great, and I will pick no holes. The batteries 
under fire, the red-cross folk, the county charge — 
perhaps, above all, Major Bouroche and the 
operations, all beyond discussion ; and every word 
about the Emperor splendid. 


September 30/A. 

David Balfour done, and its author along with 
it, or nearly so. .Strange to think of even our 
doctor here repeating his nonsense about debili- 
tating climate. Why, the work I have been doing 
the last twelve months, in one continuous spate, 
mostly with annoying interruptions and without 
any collapse to mention, would be incredible in 
Norway. But I have broken down now, and will 
do nothing as long as I possibly can. With David 
Balfour I am very well pleased ; in fact these 
labours of the last year — I mean Falesd and D . B ., 
not Samoa, of course — seem to me to be nearer 
what I mean than anything I have ever done ; 
nearer what I mean by fiction ; the nearest thing 
before was Kidnapped. I am not forgetting the 
Master of Ballantrae y but that lacked all pleasur- 
ableness, and hence was imperfect in essence. So 
you see, if I am a little tired, I do not repent. 

The third part of the Dtb&ele may be all very 
fine ; but I cannot read it. It suffers from impaired 
vitality , and uncertain aim ; two deadly sicknesses. 
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1892 Vital — that's what I am at, first: wholly vital, 

Sep 4 * with a buoyancy of life. Then lyrical, if it may 
be, and picturesque, always with an epic value of 
scenes, so that the figures remain in the mind’s 
eye for ever. 

October 8 4k. 

Oct Suppose you sent us some of the catalogues of 
the parties what vends statutes? I don’t want 
colossal Herculeses, but about quarter size and 
less. If the catalogues were illustrated it would 
probably be found a help to weak memories. 
These may be found to alleviate spare moments, 
when we sometimes amuse ourselves by thinking 
how fine we shall make the palace if we do not 
go pop. Perhaps in the same way it might 
amuse you to send us any pattern of wah 
paper that might strike you as cheap, pretty 
and suitable for a room in a hot and extremely 
bright climate. It should be borne in mipd that 
our climate can be extremely dark too. Our 
sitting-room is to be in varnished wood. The 
room I have particularly in mind is a sort of bed 
and sitting-room, pretty large, lit on three sides, 
and the colour in favour of its proprietor at 
present is a topazy yellow. But then with what 
colour to relieve it? For a little work-room of 
my own at the back. I should rather like to see 
some patterns of unglossy — well, I ’ll be hanged if 
I can describe this red — it’s not Turkish and it’s 
not Roman and it’s not Indian, but it seems to 
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partake of the two last, and yet it can’t be either 1892 

of them, because it ought to he alue to go with Oct. 

vermilion. Ah, what tangled web we weave 
— anyway, with what Drains you have left choose 
me and send me some — many— -patterns of this 
exact shade. 

A few days ago it was Haggard's birthday and 
we had him and his cousin to dinner — bless me if 
I ever told you of his cousin ! — he is here anyway, 
and a fine, pleasing specimen, so that we have 
concluded (after our own happy experience) that 
the climate of Samoa must be favourab 1 to 
cousins. 1 Then we went out on the verandah in 
a lovely moonlight, drinking port, hearing the 
cousin play and sing, till presently we were in - 
formed that our boys had got up a siva in Lafaele s 
house to which w r c were invited. It was entirely 
their own idea. The house, you must understand, 
is one-half floored, and one-half bare earth, and 
the dais stands a little over knee high above the 
level of the soil. The dais was the stage, with three 
footlights. We audience sat on mats on the floor, 
and the cook and three of our work-boys, some- 
times assisted by our two ladies, took their places 
behind the footlights and began a topical Vailima 
song. The burden was of course that of a Samoan 
popular song about a white man who objects to all 
that he sees in Samoa. And there was of course a 

1 The reference is to the writer’s maternal cousin, Mr. Graham 
Balfour {Samoict, * Pelema ’), who during these months and after- 
wards was an inmate of the home at Vailima. 

P 
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1892 special verse for each one of the party — Lloyd was 
0ct - called the dancing man (practically the Chiefs 
handsome son) of Vailima ; he was also, in his 
character I suppose of overseer, compared to a 
policeman — Belle had that day been the almoner 
in a semi-comic distribution of wedding rings and 
thimbles (bought cheap at an auction) to the whole 
plantation company, fitting a ring on every man’s 
finger, and a ring and a thimble on both the 
women’s. This was very much in character with 
her native name Teuila , the adorner of the ugly — 
so of course this was the point of her verse and at 
a given moment all the performers displayed the 
rings upon their fingers. Pelema (the cousin — our 
cousin) was described as watching from the house 
and whenever he saw any boy not doing anything, 
running and doing it himself. Fanny's verse was 
less intelligible, but it was accompanied in the 
dance with a pantomime of terror well-fitted to 
call up her haunting, indefatigable and diminutive 
presence in a blue gown. 



XXIII 

Vailima t October 28/h, 1892, 

My DEAR COLVIN, — This is very laie to begin jg 92 
the monthly budget, but I have a good excuse Oct. 
this time, for I have had a very annoying fever 
with symptoms of sore arm, and in the midst of 
it a very annoying piece of business which suffered 
no delay or idleness. . . . The consequence of all 
this was that my fever got very much worse and 
your letter has not been hitherto written. But, 
my dear fellow', do compare these little larky 
fevers with the fine, healthy, prostrating colds of 
the dear old dead days at home. Here was I, in 
the middle of a pretty bad one, and I was able 
to put it in my pocket, and go down day after 
day, and attend to and put my strength into this 
beastly business. Do you see me doing that with 
a catarrh? And if I had done so, what would 
have been the result ? 

Last night, about four o'clock, Belle and I set 
off to Apia, whither my mother had preceded us. 

She was at the Mission ; we v r ent to Haggard's. 

There we had to wait the most unconscionable 
time for dinner. I do not wish to speak lightly 
of the Amanuensis, who is unavoidably present, 
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1892 but I may at least say for myself that I was as 

Oct cross as two sticks. Dinner came at last, we had 

the tinned soup which is usually the piece de 
resistance in the halls of Haggard, and we pitched 
into it. Followed an excellent salad of tomatoes 
and cray-fish, a good Indian curry, a tender joint 
of beef, a dish of pigeons, a pudding, cheese and 
coffee. I was so over-eaten after this ‘hunger 
and burst * that I could scarcely move ; and it 
was my sad fate that night in the character of the 
local author to eloquute before the public — ‘ Mr. 
Stevenson will read a selection from his own 
works * — a degrading picture. I had determined 
to read them the account of the hurricane ; I do 
not know if I told you that my book has never 
turned up here, or rather only one copy has, and 

that in the unfriendly hands of . It has 

therefore only been seen by enemies ; and this 
combination of mystery and evil report has been 
greatly envenomed by some ill-judged newspaper 
articles from the States. Altogether this specimen 
was listened to with a good deal of uncomfortable 
expectation on the part of the Germans, and when 
it was over was applauded with unmistakable 
relief. The public hall where these revels came 
off seems to be unlucky for me ; I never go there 
but to some stone-breaking job. Last time it was 
the public meeting of which I must have written 
you ; this time it was this uneasy but not on the 
whole unsuccessful experiment. Belle, my mother, 
and I rode home about midnight in a fine display 
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of lightning and witch- fires. My mother is absent, 189a 
so that I may dare to say that she struck me as ^ 
voluble. The Amanuensis did not strike me the 
same way ; she was probably thinking, but it was 
really rather a weird business, and 1 saw what 
I have nevei seen before, the witch-fires gathered 
into little bright blue points almost as bright as 
a night-light. 


Saturday 

This is the day that should bring your letter ; 
it is gray and cloudy and windless ; thunder r* Us 
in the mountain ; it is a quarter past six, and 
I am alone, sir, alone in this workman’s house, 
Belle and Lloyd having been down all yesterday 
to meet the steamer ; they were scarce gone with 
most of the horses and all the saddles, than there 
began a perfect picnic of the sick and maim ; 
Iopu with a bad foot, Faauma with a bad shoulder, 
Fanny with yellow spots. It was at first pro- 
posed to carry all these to the doctor, particularly 
Faauma, whose shoulder bore an appearance of 
erysipelas, that sent the amateur below. No 
horses, no saddle. Now I had my horse and 
I could borrow Lafaele’s saddle ; and if I went 
alone I could do a job that had long been wait- 
ing ; and that was to interview the doctor on 
another matter. Off I set in a hazy moonlight 
night ; windless, like to-day ; the thunder rolling 
in the mountain, as to-day ; in the still groves, 
these little mushroom lamps glowing blue and 



330 VAILIMA LETTERS 


189a steady, singly or in pair9. Well, I had my inter- 
view, said everything as I had meant, and with 
just the result I hoped for. The doctor and I 
drank beer together and discussed German litera- 
ture until nine, and we parted the best of friends. 
I got home to a silent house of sleepers, only Fanny 
awaiting me ; we talked awhile, in whispers, on 
the interview ; then, I got a lantern and went 
across to the workman's house, now empty and 
silent, myself sole occupant. So to bed, pro- 
digious tired but mighty content with my night's 
work, and to-day with a headache and a chill, 
have written you this page, while my new novel 
waits. Oi this I will tell you nothing, except the 
various names under consideration. First, it ought 
to be called but of course that is impossible — 

Braxficld} 

Then it is to be called either 
Weir of Hermiston, 

The Lord- Justice Clerk, 

The Two Kir sties of the Cauldstaneslap , 
or 

The Four Black Brothers , 

Characters : 

Adam Weir, Lord- Justice Clerk, called Lord 
Hermiston. 

Archie, his son. 

1 Robert MacQueen, Lord Braxfield, the i Hanging Judge/ 
(1722-1799). This historical personage furnished the conception 
of the chief character, but by no means the details or incidents 
of the story, which is indeed dated some years after his death. 
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Aunt Kirstie Zlliott, his housekeeper at 1892 
Hermiston. 0ct 

Elliott of the Cauldstar.eslap, her brother. 

Kirstie Elliott, his daughter, 

Jim, 

Gib, 

Hob [ his sons. 

& 

Dandie, 

Patrick Innes, a young advocate. 

The Lord-Justice General. 

Scene, about Hermiston in the Lammermuirs 
and in Edinburgh. Temp. 1812. So you see you 
are to have another holiday from copra ! The 
rain begins softly on the iron roof, and I will do 
the reverse and — dry up. 

Sunday. 

Yours with the diplomatic private opinion 
received. It is just what I should have supposed. 

(Ja m'est bicn tgal . — The name is to be 
The Lord - Justice Clerk. 

None others are genuine. Unless it be 
Lord- Justice Clerk Hermiston} 

Nov. 2nd . 

On Saturday we expected Captain Morse of the Nov. 
Alameda to come up to lunch, and on Friday with 
genuine South Sea hospitality had a pig killed 

1 The name ultimately chosen was Weir of Hermiston ; for the 
sequel, so far as concerns this story, see the Epilogue to this volume. 
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1892 On the Saturday morning no pig. Some of the 

N°y. boys seemed to give a doubtful account of them- 
selves ; our next neighbour below in the wood is 
a bad fellow and very intimate with some of our 
boys, for whom his confounded house is like a fly- 
paper for flies. To add to all this, there was on 
the Saturday a great public presentation of food 
to the King and Parliament men, an occasion on 
which it is almost dignified for a Samoan to steal 
anything, and entirely dignified for him to steal a 
Pig- 

(The Amanuensis went to the talolo , as it is called, and 
saw something so very pleasing she begs to interrupt the 
letter to tell it. The different villagers came in in bands — 
led by the maid of the village, followed by the young 
warriors. It was a very fine sight, for some three thousand 
people are said to have assembled. The men wore nothing 
but magnificent head-dresses and a bunch of leaves, and 
were oiled and glistening in the sunlight. One band had 
no maid but was led by a tiny child of about five — a serious 
little creature clad in a ribbon of grass and a fine head- 
dress, who skipped with elaborate leaps in front of the 
warriors, like a little kid leading a band of lions. A.M.) 

The A.M. being clone, I go on again. All this 
made it very possible that even if none of our 
boys had stolen the pig, some of them might 
know the thief. Besides, the theft, as it was a 
theft of meat prepared for a guest, had something 
of the nature of an insult, and ‘ my face/ in native 
phrase, * was ashamed/ Accordingly, we deter- 
mined to hold a bed of justice. It was done last 
night after dinner. I sat at the head of the table, 
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Graham on my right hand, Henry Simel£ at my 1892 
left, Lloyd behind him. ^he horse company sat Nov - 
on the floor around the wails — twelve all told. I 
am described as looking as like Braxfield as I 
could manage with my appearance ; Graham, who 
is of a severe countenance, looked like Rhada- 
manthus ; Lloyd was hideous co the view ; and 
Simele had all the fine solemnity of a Samoan 
chief. The proceedings opened by my delivering 
a Samoan prayer, which may be translated thus — 

* Our God, look down upon us and shine into our 
hearts. Help us to be far from falsehood so that 
each one of us may stand before Thy Face m his 
integrity.’ — Then, beginning with Simel6, every 
one came up to the table, laid his hand on the 
Bible, and repeated clause by clause after me the 
following oath — I fear it may sound even comic 
in English, but it is a very pretty piece of Samoan, 
and shuck direct at the most lively superstitions 
of the race. ‘ This is the Holy Bible here that I 
am touching. Behold me, O God! If I know 
who it was that took away the pig, or the place to 
which it was taken, or have heard anything relat- 
ing to it, and shall not declare the same — be made 
an end of by God this life of mine ! 1 They all 
took it with so much seriousness and firmness 
that (as Graham said) if they were not innocent 
they would make invaluable witnesses. I was so 
far impressed by their bearing that I went no 
further, and the funny and yet strangely solemn 
scene came to an end. 
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Sunday , No. 6th, 

1892 Here is a long story to go back upon, and I 
N° v . wonder if I have either time or patience for the 
task? 

Wednesday I had a great idea of match-making, 
and proposed to Henry that Faal6 would make a 
good wife for him. 1 wish I had put this down 
when it was fresher in my mind, it was so interest- 
ing an interview. My gentleman would not tell 
if I were on or not. ‘ I do not know yet ; I will 
tell you next week. May I tell the sister of my 
father? No, better not, tell her when it is done/ 
— ‘ But will not your family be angry if you marry 
without asking them ? ' — ‘ My village ? What does 
my village want ? Mats!' I said 1 thought the 
girl would grow up to have a great deal of sense, 
and my gentleman flew out upon me ; she had 
sense now, he said. 

Thursday, we were startled by the note of guns, 
and presently after heard it was an English war 
ship. Graham and I set off at once, and as soon 
as we met any townsfolk they began crying to me 
that I was to be arrested. It was the Vossische 
Zeitung article which had been quoted in a paper. 
Went on board and saw Captain Bourke ; he did 
not even know — not even guess — why he was 
here ; having been sent off by cablegram from 
Auckland. It is hoped the same ship that takes 
this off Europewards may bring his orders and 
our news. But which is it to be? Heads or 
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tails? If it is 10 be German, I hope they will 
deport me ; I should oreLr it so , I do not think 
that 1 could bear a German officialdom, and should 
probably have to leave Aponte mea, which is only 
less picturesque and more expensive. 


m. 

Mail day. All well, not yet put in prison, 
whatever may be in store for me. No time even 
to sign this lame letter. 


1892 

Nov. 



XXIV 


Dec. 1st. 

1892 Mv DEAR COLVIN, — Another grimy little odd 
and end of paper, for which you shall be this 
month repaid in kind, and serve you jolly well 
right. . . . The new house is roofed ; it will be a 
braw house, and what is better, I have my yearly 
bill in, and I find I can pay for it. For all which 
mercies, etc. I must have made close on ,£4,000 
this year all told ; but, what is not so pleasant, I 
seem to have come near to spending them. I 
have been in great alarm, with this new house on 
the cards, all summer, and came very near to 
taking in sail, but I live here so entirely on credit, 
that I determined to hang on. 


Dec . 1st. 

I was saying yesterday that my life was strange 
and did not think how well I spoke. Yesterday 
evening I was briefed to defend a political prisoner 
before the Deputy Commissioner. What do you 
think of that for a vicissitude ? 

Dec. yd. 

Now for a confession. When I heard you and 
Cassells had decided to print The Bottle Imp along 

236 
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with Falesd , I wa; too much disappointed to *892 
answer. The BottL Imp ./as the piece de risist- Bee. 

for my volume, Island Night? Entertain- 
ment s. However, that volume might have never 
got done ; and I send you two others in case 
they should be in time. 

First have the Beach of Faicsa. 

Then a fresh false titk* : ISLAND NIGHTS* 
Entertainments ; and then 

The Bottle Imp : a cue from an old melodrama. 

The Isle of Voices . 

The Waif Woman ; a cue from a saga. 

Of course these two others are not up to the 
mark of The Bottle Imp ; but they each have a 
certain merit, and they fit in style. By saying ‘ a 
cue from an old melodrama* after the B. I., you 
can get rid of my note. If this is in time, it will 
be splendid, and will make quite a volume. 

Should you and Cassells prefer, you can call the 
whole volume I. N. E. — though the Beach of 
Falesd is the child of a quite different inspiration. 

They all have a queer realism, even the most ex- 
travagant, even the Isle of Voices ; the manners 
are exact. 

Should they come too late, have them type- 
written, and return to me here the type- written 
copies. 

Sunday , Dec. 4ft h. 

3rd start, — But now more humbly and with the 
aid of an Amanuensis. First one word about 
page 2. My wife protests against the Waif- 
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1892 woman and I am instructed to report the same 
^ cc * to you. 1 . . . 


Dec. 5 th. 

A horrid alarm rises that our October mail 
was burned crossing the Plains. If so, you lost 
a beautiful long letter — I am sure it was beautiful 
though I remember nothing about it — and I must 
say I think it serves you properly well. That I 
should continue writing to you at such length is 
simply a vicious habit for which I blush. At 
the same time, please communicate at once with 
Charles Baxter whether you have or have not 
received a letter posted here Oct 12 th, as he is 
going to cable me the fate of my mail. 

Now to conclude my news. The German Firm 
have taken my book like angels, and the result is 
that Lloyd and 1 were down there at dinner on 
Saturday, where we partook of fifteen several 
dishes and eight distinct forms of intoxicating 
drink. To the credit of Germany, I must say 
there was not a shadow of a headache the next 
morning. 1 seem to have done as well as my 
neighbours, for I hear one of the clerks expressed 
the next morning a gratified surprise that Mr. 
Stevenson stood his drink so well. It is a strange 
thing that any race can still find joy in such 
athletic exercises. I may remark in passing that 
the mail is due and you have had far more than 
you deserve. R. L. S. 


1 This tale was withheld from the volume accordingly. 



XX V 

January 1893. 

MY DEAR Colvin,— You are properly paid at 1S93 
last, and it is like you will have but a shadow of J an * 
a letter. I have been pretty thoroughly out of 
kilter : first a fever that would neither come on 
nor go off, then acute dyspepsia, in the weaken- 
ing grasp of which I get wandering between the 
waking state and one of nightmare. Why the 
devil does no one send me Atalanla'l 1 And why 
are there no proofs of D. Balfour? Sure I should 
have had the whole, at least the half, of them by 
now ; and it would be all for the advantage of 
the Atalantans. I have written to Cassell & Co. 
(matter of Falcsd) l you "’dl please arrange with 
him ’ (meaning you ). 4 What he may decide I 

shall abide/ So consider your hand free, and act 
for me without fear or favour. 1 am greatly 
pleased with the illustrations. It is very strange 
to a South-Seayer to see 1 1 awaiian women dressed 
like Samoans, but I guess that \s all one to you in 
Middlesex. It’s about the same as if London 
city men were shown going to the Stock Ex- 
change as pifferarv, but no matter, none will sleep 

1 The magazine in which Catriona first appeared in this country, 
under the title David Balfour. 
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1893 worse for it. I have accepted Cassell's proposal 

I*®* as an amendment to one of mine ; that D . B. is 

to be brought out first under the title Catriona 
without pictures ; and, when the hour strikes, 
Kidnapped and Catriona are to form vols. I. and II. 
of the heavily illustrated 'Adventures of David 
Balfour ’ at 7s. 6d. each, sold separately. 

; s letter was vastly sly and dry and shy. 

I am not afraid now. Two attempts have been 
made, both have failed, and I imagine these 
failures strengthen me. Above all this is true 
of the last, where my weak point was attempted. 
On every other, I am strong. Only force can 
dislodge me, for public opinion is wholly on my 
side. All races and degrees are united in heart- 
felt opposition to the Men of Mulinuu. The 
news of the fighting was of no concern to mortal 
man ; it was made much of because men love talk 
of battles, and because the Government pray God 
daily for some scandal not their own ; but it was 
only a brisk episode in a clan fight which has 
grown apparently endemic in the west of Tutuila. 
At the best it was a twopenny affair, and never 
occupied my mind five minutes. 

I am so weary of reports that are without 
foundation and threats that go without fulfilment, 
and so much occupied besides by the raging 
troubles of my own wame, that I have been very 
slack on politics, as I have been in literature. 
With incredible labour, I have rewritten the First 
Chapter of the Justice Clerk ; it took me about ten 
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days, and requires another athletic dressing after 1893 
all. And that is my story for the month. The J an * 
rest is grunting and grutching. 

Consideranda for The Beach : — 

I. Whether to add one or both the taies I sent 
you? 

II Whether to call the whole volume ‘ Island 
Nights Entertainments * ? 

III Whether, having waited so long, it would 
not be better to give me another mail, in case I 
could add another member to the volume and a 
little better justify the name? 

If I possibly can draw up another story, 1 will. 

What annoyed me about the use of The Bottle 
Imp was that I had always meant it for the 
centre-piece of a volume of Mar chert which 1 was 
slowly to elaborate. You always had an idea that 
I depreciated the B. L ; I can t think wherefore ; 

I always particularly liked it — one of my best 
works, and ill to equal ; and that was why I loved 
to keep it in portfolio till 1 had time to grow up 
to some other fruit of the same venue . However, 
that is disposed of now, and we must just do the 
best we can. 

I am not aware that there is anything to add ; 
the weather is hellish, waterspouts, mists, chills, 
the foul fiend's own weather, following on a week 
of expurgated heaven ; so it goes at this bewilder- 
ing season. I write in the upper floor of my new 
house, of which I will send you some day a plan 
to measure. 5 Tis an elegant structure, surely, and 

Q 
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1893 the proid of me oi. Was asked to pay for it 
J 10 * just now, and genteelly refused, and then agreed, 
in view of general good-will, to pay a half of what 
is still due 


24 th January 1893. 

This ought to have gone last mail and was 
forgotten. My best excuse is that I was engaged 
in starting an influenza, to which class of exploit 
our household has been since then entirely dedi- 
cated. We had eight cases, one of them very 
bad, and one — mine — complicated with my old 
friend Bluidy Jack. 1 Luckily neither Fanny, 
Lloyd or Belle took the confounded thing, and 
they were able to run the household and nurse 
the sick to admiration. 

Some of our boys behaved like real trumps. 
Perhaps the prettiest performance was that of our 
excellent Henry SimeH, or, as we sometimes call 
him, Davy Balfour. Henry, I maun premeese, is a 
chief ; the humblest Samoan recoils from emptying 
slops as you would from cheating at cards ; now 
the last nights of our bad time when we had seven 
down together, it was enough to have made any- 
body laugh or cry to see Henry going the round® 
with a slop-bucket and going inside the mosquito 
net of each of the sick, Protestant and Catholic 
alike, to pray with them. 

I must tell you that in my sickness I had a 
huge alleviation and began a new story. This 

1 Hemorrhage from the longs. 
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I am writing by dictation, and really think it is 18^3 
an art I can manage to acquire. The relief Is J" 1 * 
beyond description ; it is just like a school-treat 
to me and the amanuensis bears up extraordinar*. 

The story is to be called oV, Ives ; I give vou your 
choice whether or not it should bear the sub- 
title, 1 Experiences of a French prisoner in Eng- 
land/ We were just getting on splendidly with it, 
when this cursed mail arrived and requires to be 
attended to. It looks to me very like as if St 
Ives would be ready before any of the others, 
but you know me and how impossible :* is I 
should predict. The Amanuensis has her head 
quite turned and believes herself to be the author 
of this novel (and is to some extent) — and as the 
creature (!) has not been wholly useless in the 
matter (I told you so! a.m.) I propose to foster her 
vanity by a little commemoration gift! The 
name of the hero is Anne de St. Yves — he 
Englishes his name to St. Ives during his escape. 

It is my idea to get a ring made which shall 
either represent Anne or A. S. Y. A., of course, 
would be Amethyst and S, wSapphire, which is 
my favourite stone anyway and was my father's 
before me. But what would the ex-Slade pro- 
fessor do about the letter Y? Or suppose he 
took the other version, how would he meet the 
case, the two N/s? These things are beyond 
my knowledge, which it would perhaps be more 
descriptive to call ignorance. But I place the 
matter in the meanwhile under your considera* 
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Jan. you on some other occasion and when the A.M. 

is out of hearing how very much I propose to 
invest in this testimonial ; but I may as well 
inform you at once that I intend it to be cheap, 
sir, damned cheap ! My idea of running amanu- 
enses is by praise, not pudding, flattery and not 
coins ! I shall send you when the time is ripe 
a ring to measure by. 

To resume our sad tale. After the other seven 
were almost wholly recovered Henry lay down 
to influenza on his own account. He is but just 
better and it looks as though Fanny were about 
to bring up the rear. As for me, I am all right, 
though I was reduced to dictating Anne in the 
deaf and dumb alphabet, which I think you will 
admit is a comble . 

Politics leave me extraordinary cold. It seems 
that so much of my purpose has come off, and 
Cedarcrantz and Pilsach are sacked. The rest 
of it has all gone to water. The triple-headed 
ass at home, in his plenitude of ignorance, prefers 
to collect the taxes and scatter the Mataafas by 
force or the threat of force. It may succeed, and 
I suppose it will. It is none the less for that 
expensive, harsh, unpopular and unsettling. I 
am young enough to have been annoyed, and 
altogether eject and renegate the whole idea of 
political affairs. Success in that field appears 
to be the organisation of failure enlivened with 
defamation of character ; and, much as I love 
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pickles and hot water (in your true phrase) I 1893 
shall take my pickles in future from Crosse and J**- 
Blackwell and my hot water with a dose of good 
Glenlivat. 

Do not bother at all about the wa’l-papers. 

We have had the whole of our new house var- 
nished, and it looks beautiful. I wish you could 
see the hall ; poor room, it had to begin life as 
an infirmary during our recent visitation ; but it 
is really a handsome comely place, and when 
we get the furniture, and the pictures, and what 
is so very much more decorative, the p^ture 
frames, will look sublime. 

Jan . 30; A. 

I have written to Charles asking for Rowland- 
son's Syntax and Dance of Death out of our 
house, and begging for anything about fashions 
and manners (fashions particularly) for 1814. 

Can you help? Both the Justice Clerk and St. 

Ives fall in that fated year. Indeed I got into 
St. Ives while going over the Annual Register for 
the other. There is a kind of fancy list of Chaps, 
of St. Ives. (It begins in Edin b Castle.) I. Story 
of a lion rampant (that was a toy he had made, 
and given to a girl visitor). 11. Story of a pair of 
scissors, ill. St. Ives receives a bundle of money. 

IV. St. Ives is shown a house, v. The Escape, 
vi. The Cottage (Swanston College), vrx. The 
Hen-house, vm. Three is company and four 
none. IX. The Drovers, x. The Great North 
Road. XI. Burcheli Fenn. XII. The covered 
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1893 cart. XIII. The doctor, xiv. The Luddites. 

J*®* V. Set a thief to catch a thief. XXVI. M. le 

Comte de K£roualle (his uncle, the rich £migr£ y 
whom he finds murdered). XVII. The cousins. 
XVIII. Mr. Sergeant Garrow. XIX. A meeting 
at the Ship, Dover. xx. Diane. XXI. The 
Duke's Prejudices. XXII. The False Messenger. 
XXIII. The gardener’s ladder. XXIV. The 
officers. XXV. Trouble with the Duke. XXVI. 
Fouquet again. XXVII. The Aeronaut. XXVIII. 
The True-Blooded Yankee. XXIX. In France. 
I don't know where to stop. Apropos, I want a 
book about Paris, and the first return of the 
imigrte and all up to the Cent Jours v d'ye ken 
anything in my way ? I want in particular to know 
about them and the Napoleonic functionaries and 
officers, and to get the colour and some vital 
details of the business of exchange of departments 
from one side to the other. 1 Ten chapters are 
drafted, and VIII. re-copied by me, but will want 
another dressing for luck. It is merely a story of 
adventure, rambling along ; but that is perhaps 
the guard that ‘sets my genius best,' as Alan 
might have said. I wish I could feel as easy 
about the other ! But there, all novels are a heavy 
burthen while they are doing, and a sensible dis- 
appointment when they are done. 

For God's sake, let me have a copy of the new 
German Samoa White book. R. L. S. 

1 Vitrolle’s Mtmoires and the * 1814 ’ and * 1815 * of M. Henri 
Honssaye were 6ent accordingly. 
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At Sea , s.. f . Mariposa , 

*?eb. igth, ’93. 

My dear Colvin, — You will see from this 1893 
heading that I am not dead yet nor likely to be. Fc *“ 
I was pretty considerably out of sorts, and that is 
indeed one reason why Fanny, Belle, and I have 
started out for a month’s lark. To be quite exact, 

I think it will be about five weeks before we get 
home. We shall stay between two and three in 
Sydney. Already, though we only sailed yester- 
day, I am feeling as fit as a fiddle. Fanny ate a 
whole fowl for breakfast, to say nothing of a tower 
of hot cakes. Belle and I floored another hen 
betwixt the pair of us, and I shall be no sooner 
done with the present amanuensing racket than I 
shall put myself outside a pint oi Guinness. If 
you think this looks like dying of consumption 
in Apia I can only say I differ from you. In the 
matter of David, I have never yet received my 
proofs at all. but shall certainly wait for your sug- 
gestions. Certainly, Chaps. 17 to 20 are the 
hitch, and I confess I hurried over them with 
both wings spread. This is doubtless what you 
complain of. Indeed, I placed my single reliance 
on Miss Grant. If she couldn’t ferry me over, I 
felt I had to stay there. 

U1 
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1893 About Island Nights ’ Entertainments all you say 

Feb * is highly satisfactory. Go in and win. 

The extracts from the Times I really cannot 
trust myself to comment upon. They were infer- 
nally satisfactory ; so, and perhaps still more so, 
was a letter I had at the same time from Lord 
Pembroke. If I have time as I go through Auck- 
land, I am going to see Sir George Grey. 

Now I really think that’s all the business. I 
have been rather sick and have had two small 
hemorrhages, but the second I believe to have 
been accidental. No good denying that this 
annoys, because it do. However, you must ex- 
pect influenza to leave some harm, and my spirits, 
appetite, peace on earth and goodwill to men are 
all on a rising market. During the last week the 
amanuensis was otherwise engaged, whereupon I 
took up, pitched into, and about one half de- 
molished another tale, once intended to be called 
The Pearl Fisher , but now razeed and called The 
Schooner Farr alone} W e had a capital start, the 
steamer coming in at sunrise, and just giving us 
time to get our letters ere she sailed again. The 
manager of the German firm (O strange, changed 
days !) danced attendance upon us all morning ; 
his boat conveyed us to and from the steamer. 

Fib. 21 St. 

All continues well. Amanuensis bowled over 
for a day, but afoot again and jolly ; Fanny enor- 

Ultimately Thf Ebb Tide . 
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mousiy bettered bv the voyage ; I have been as 
jolly as a sand-boy as usual at sea. The Ama- 
nuensis sits opposite to me writing to her off- 
spring. Fanny is on deck. I have just supplied 
her with the Canadian Pacific Agent, and so left 
her in good hands. You should hear me at table 
with the Ulster purser and c little punning micro- 
scopist called Davis. Belle aoes some kind of 
abstruse Boswellising ; after the fust meal, having 
gauged the kind of jests that would j>ay here, I 
observed, ‘ Boswell is Barred during this cruise/ 

y^rd. 

We approach Auckland and I must close my 
mail. All goes well with the trio. Both the 
ladies are hanging round a beau — the same — that 
I unearthed for them : I am general provider, and 
especially great in the beaux business. T cor- 
rected some proofs for Fanny yesterday afternoon, 
fell asleep over them in the saloon — and the whole 
ship seems to have been down beholding me. 
After I woke up, had a hot bath, a whiskey punch 
and a cigarette, and went to bed, and to sleep too, 
at 8.30 ; a recrudescence of Vailima hours. Awoke 
to-day, and had to go to the saloon clock for the 
hour — no sign of dawn — all heaven grey rainy 
fog. Have just had breakfast, written up one 
letter, register and close this. 


1893 

Feb. 
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Bad pen, bad ink, S.S. Mariposa , at Sea. 

bad light, bad Apia due by daybreak to * 

blotting-paper. morrow , 9 p.m. 

1893 My DEAR Colvin, — Have had an amusing but 

Feb * tragic holiday, from which we return in disarray, 
Fanny quite sick, but I think slowly and steadily 
mending ; Belle in a terrific state of dentistry 
troubles which now seem calmed ; and myself 
with a succession of gentle colds out of which I 
at last succeeded in cooking up a fine pleurisy. 
By stopping and stewing in a perfectly airless 
state-room I seem to have got rid of the pleurisy. 
Poor Fanny had very little fun of her visit, having 
been most of the time on a diet of maltine and 
slops — and this while the rest of us were rioting 
on oysters and mushrooms. Belle’s only devil in 
the hedge was the dentist. As for me, I was 
entertained at the General Assembly of the Pres- 
byterian Church, likewise at a sort of artistic 
club ; made speeches at both, and may there- 
fore be said to have been, like Saint Paul, all 
things to all men. I have an account of the 
latter racket which I meant to have enclosed 
in this. ... Had some splendid photos taken, 
likewise a medallion by a French sculptor ; met 
260 
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Graham, who returned with us as far as Auckland. 1S93 
Have seen a good deal too of Sir George Grey ; 
what a wonderful old historic figure to be walxing 
on your arm and recalling ancient events and 
instances! It makes a man small, and yet the 
extent to which he approved what I had done — 
or rathe- have tried to do— encouraged me, Sir 
George is an expert at ^ast, he knows these races : 
he is not a small employ^ with an ink-pot and a 
Whittaker. 

Take it for all in all, it was huge fun : even 
Fanny had some lively sport at the beginning ; 

Belle and I all through. We got Fanny a dress 
on the sly, gaudy black velvet and Duchesse lace. 

And alas ! she was only able to wear it once. But 
we *11 hope to see more of it at Samoa , it really 
is lovely. Both dames are royally outfitted in 
silk stockings, etc. We return, as from a raid, 
with our spoils and our wounded. I am now 
very dandy : I announced two years ago that I 
should change. Slovenly youth, all right — not 
slovenly age. So really now I am pretty spruce; 
always a white shirt, white necktie, fresh shave, 
silk socks, O a great sight !■ — No more possible, 

R. L. S. 
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Aprils 1893. 

I. Slip 3. 1 Davie would be attracted into a 
similar dialect, as he is later — eg, with Doig, 
chapter XIX. This is truly Scottish. 

4, to lightly ; correct ; ‘ to lightly * is a good 
regular Scots verb. 

15. See Allan Ramsay’s works. 

15, 16. Ay, and that is one of the pigments 
with which I am trying to draw the character of 
Prestongrange. ’Tis a most curious thing to 
render that kind, insignificant mask. To make 
anything precise is to risk my effect. And till 
the day he died, Davie was never sure of what 
P. was after. Not only so ; very often P. didn’t 
know himself. There was an element of mere 
liking for Davie ; there was an element of being 
determined, in case of accidents, to keep well with 
him. He hoped his Barbara would bring him to 
her feet, besides, and make him manageable. 

1 These notes are in reply to a set of queries and suggestions as 
to points that seemed to need clearing in the tale of Catritna , as 
first published in Atalanta. 
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That was why he sent him to Hope Park with 1393 
them. But Davie cannot know ; I give you the 
inside of Davie, and my method condemns me to 
give only the outside both of Prestong**ange and 
his policy. 

— i ’ll give my mind to the technicalities. Yet 
to me they seem a part of the story, which is 
historical, after all. 

— I think they wanted Alan to escape. But 

when or where to say so ? 1 will try. 

~~ 20, Dean . I ’ll try and make that plainer. 

Chap . XIII., I fear it has to go without blows. 

If I could get the pair — No, can’t be. 

— XIV. All right, will abridge. 

— XV. I ’d have to put a note to every word ; 
and he who can’t read Scots can never enjoy Tod 
Lapraik. 

— XVII. Quite right. I can make this plainer, 
and will. 

— XVIII. I know, but I have to hurry here ; 
this is the broken back of my story ; some busi- 
ness briefly transacted, I am leaping for Barbara’s 
apron-strings. 

Slip 57. Quite right again ; I shall make it 

plain. 

Chap. XX. I shall make all these points clear. 
About Lady Prestongrange (not Lady Grant, 
only Miss Grant, my dear, though Lady Pres- 
tongrange, quoth the dominie) I am taken with 
your idea of her death, and have a good mind 
to substitute a featureless aunt 
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1893 Slip 78. I don’t see how to lessen this effect 
April There is really not much said of it ; and I know 

Catriona did it. But I ’ll try. 

--89. I know. This is an old puzzle of mine. 
You see C/s dialect is not wholly a bed of roses. 
If only I knew the Gaelic. Well, I ’ll try for 
another expression. 

The end. I shall try to work it over. James 
was at Dunkirk ordering post-horses for his own 
retreat. Catriona did have her suspicions aroused 
by the letter, and, careless gentleman, I told you 
so — or she did at least. — Yes, the blood money. — 
I am bothered about the portmanteau ; it is the 
presence of Catriona that bothers me ; the rape of 
the pockmantie is historic. . . . 

To me, I own, it seems in the proof a very 
pretty piece of workmanship. David himself I 
refuse to discuss ; he is. The Lord Advocate I 
think a strong sketch of a very difficult character, 
James More, sufficient ; and the two girls very 
pleasing creatures. But O dear me, I came near 
losing my heart to Barbara ! I am not quite so 
constant as David, and even he — well, he didn’t 
know it, anyway ! Tod Lapraik is a piece of 
living Scots : if I had never writ anything but 
that and T hr awn Janet , still I ’d have been a 
writer. The defects of D.B. are inherent, I fear. 
But on the whole, I am far indeed from being 
displeased with the tailie. They want more 
Alan ? Well, they can’t get it. 
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I found my fane much grown on thL return to 1893 
civilisation. Digiro monstrar : is a new experience ; A P^ 
people all looked me n 1 the streets in Sydney ; 
and it was very queer. Here, of course, I am 
only the white chief in the Great House to the 
natives ; and to the whites, either an ally or a foe. 

It is a much healthier state of matters. If I lived 
in an atmosphere of adulation, I should end by 
kicking against the pricks. O my beautiful forest, 

O my beautiful shining, windy house, what a joy 
it was to behold them again ! No chance to take 
myself too seriously here. 

The difficulty of the end is the mass of : atter 
to be attended to, and the small time left to 
transact it in. I mean from Alan’s danger of 
arrest. But I have just seen my way out. I do 
believe. 


Easter Sunday . 

I have now got as far as slip 28 and finished 
the chapter of the law technicalities. Well, these 
seemed to me always of the essence of the story, 
which is the story of a cause ettibre ; moreover, 
they are the justification of my inventions ; if 
these men went so far (granting Davie sprung on 
them) would they not have gone so much further? 
But of course I knew they were a difficulty ; de- 
termined to carry them through in a conversation ; 
approached this (it seems) with cowardly anxiety ; 
and filled it with gabble, sir, gabble. I have left 
all my facts, but have removed 42 lines. I should 
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1893 not wonder but what 1 ’ll end by re-writing it. It 
April j s no t the technicalities that shocked you, it was 
my bad art. It is very strange that X. should be 
so good a chapter and IX. and XI. so uncompro- 
misingly bad. It looks as if XI. also would have 
to be re-formed. If X. had not cheered me up, I 
should be in doleful dumps, but X. is alive any- 
way, and life is all in all. 


Thursday , April 5 th. 

Well, there \s no disguise possible ; Fanny is 
not well, and we are miserably anxious. . . . 


Friday , 7 th. 

I am thankful to say the new medicine relieved 
her at once. A crape has been removed from the 
day for all of us. To make things better, the 
morning is ah ! such a morning as you have never 
seen ; heaven upon earth for sweetness, freshness, 
depth upon depth of unimaginable colour, and a 
huge silence broken at this moment only by the 
far-away murmur of the Pacific and the rich piping 
of a single bird. You can’t conceive what a relief 
this is ; it seems a new world. She has such ex- 
traordinary recuperative power that I do hope for 
the best. I am as tired as man can be. This is 
a great trial to a family, and I thank God it seems 
as if ours was going to bear it well. And O ! if 
it only lets up, it will be but a pleasant memory. 
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We aie all seedy, bar Lloyd : Fanny, as per above ; 1893 
self nearly extinct ; Belle, uiterlv overworked and ^P** 1 
bad toothache ; Cook, down with a bad foot ; 

Butler, prostrate with a bad leg- Fh, what a 
faim’ly ! 


Sunday, 

Grey heaven, raining torrents of rain ; occasional 
thunder and lightning. Everything to dispirit ; 
but my invalids are really on the mend. The 
rain roars like the sea ; in the sound of it there is 
a strange and ominous suggestion of an approach- 
ing tramp ; something nameless and measureless 
seems to draw near, and strikes me cold, and yet 
is welcome. I lie quiet in bed to-day, and think 
of the universe with a good deal of equanimity. 
I have, at this moment, but the one objection to it ; 
the fracas with which it proceeds. I do not love 
noise ; I am like my grandfather in that ; and so 
many years in these still islands has ingrained the 
sentiment perhaps. Here are no trains, only men 
pacing barefoot. No carts or carriages ; at worst 
the rattle of a horse’s shoes among the rocks. 
Beautiful silence ; and so soon as this robustious 
rain takes off, I am to drink of it again by 
oceanfuls. 


April 16 th. 

Several pages of this letter destroyed as beneath 
scorn ; the wailings of a crushed worm ; matter 
in which neither you nor I can take stock. Fanny 
R 
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25 th April . 

jSqi My dear Colvin, — To-day early I sent down 
April to Maben (Secretary of State) an offer to bring up 
people from Malie, keep them in my house, and 
bring them down day by day for so long as the 
negotiation should last. 1 * * I have a favourable 
answer so far. This I would not have tried, had 
not old Sir George Grey put me on my mettle ; 

‘ Never despair/ was his word ; and 4 1 am one 
of the few people who have lived long enough to 
see how true that is/ Well, thereupon I plunged 
in; and the thing may do me great harm, but yet 
I do not think so — for I think jealousy will pre- 
vent the trial being made. And at any rate it is 
another chance for this distracted archipelago of 
children, sat upon by a clique of fools. If, by the 
gift of God, I can do — I am allowed to try to do 
— and succeed : but no, the prospect is too bright 
to be entertained. 

To-day we had a ride down to Tanugamanono, 
and then by the new wood paths. One led us to 

1 The outbreak of hostilities was at this date imminent between 

Mulinuu (the party of Laupepa, recognised and supported by the 

Three Powers), and Malie (the party of Mataafa). 

260 
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a beautiful clearing, with four native houses ; taro, *893 
yams, and the like, excellently planted, and old A pdl 
Folau — ‘the Samoan J or ’ — sitting and whistling 
there in his new-found and well -deserved well- 
being, It was a good sight to sec a Samoan thus 
before the world. Further up, on our way home, 
we saw the world clear, and the wide die of the 
shadow lying broad ; we came but a little further, 
and found in the borders of the bush a Banyan. 

It must have been 150 feet in height; the trunk, 
and its acolytes, occupied a great space ; above 
that, in the peaks of the branches, quite a fo-est of 
ferns and orchids were set ; and over all again the 
huge spread of the boughs rose against the bright 
west, and sent their shadow miles to the eastward. 

I have not often seen anything more satisfying 
than this vast vegetable. 


Sunday . 

A heavenly day again ! the world all dead 
silence, save when, from far down below us in the 
woods, comes up the crepitation of the little 
wooden drum that beats to church. Scarce a leaf 
stirs ; only now and again a great, cool gush of 
air that makes my papers fly, and is gone. — The 
King of Samoa has refused my intercession be- 
tween him and Mataafa ; and I do not deny this 
is a good riddance to me of a difficult business, in 
which I might very well have failed. What else is 
to be done for these silly folks ? 
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May nth, 

1893 And this is where I had got to, before the mail 
May arrives with, I must say, a real gentlemanly letter 

from yourself. Sir, that is the sort of letter I 
want! Now, I 'll make my little proposal . 1 I will 
accept Childs Play and Pan's Pipes, Then I want 
Pastoral , The Manse , The Islet> leaving out if you 
like all the prefacial matter and beginning at I. 
Then the portrait of Robert Hunter, beginning 
* Whether he was originally big or little/ and 
ending ‘ fearless and gentle.* So much for Mem, 
and Portraits, Beggars , sections I. and II., Random 
Memories II., and Lantern Bearers ; I *m agree- 
able. These are my selections. I don't know 
about Pulvis et Umbra either, but must leave that 
to you. But just what you please. 

About Davie I elaborately wrote last time, but 
still Davie is not done ; I am grinding singly at 
The Ebb Tide , as we now call the Farallone \ the 
most of it will go this mail. About the following, 
let there be no mistake : I will not write the 
abstract of Kidnapped ; write it who will, I will not. 
Boccaccio must have been a clever fellow to write 
both argument and story ; I am not, et je me 
recuse . 

We call it The Ebb Tide : a Trio and Quartette ; 
but that secondary name you may strike out if it 
seems dull to you. The book, however, falls in 

1 For a volume of selected Essays , containing the pick of 
Virginibus Puerisque , Memories and Portraits , and Across the 
Plains, 
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two halves, when *.he fourth character appears. 1893 
I am on p. 82 if you war^ 10 knciv, and expect to M *y 
finish on I suppose no o*- so : but it goes slowly, 
as you may judge from the fact that this three 
weeks past, I have only struggled from p. 58 to 
p. 82 : twenty-four pages, et e^xore sure co be re- 
written, in twenty-one days. This is no prize- 
taker ; not much Waverley Novels about this ! 


May 16 tk. 

I believe it will be ten chapters of The Ebb Tide 
that go to you ; the whole thing should be com- 
pleted in I fancy twelve ; and the end will lollow 
punctually next mail. It is my great wish that 
this might get into The Illustrated London News 
for Gordon Browne to illustrate. For whom, in 
case he should get the job, I give you a few notes. 
A purao is a tree giving something like a fig with 
flowers. He will find some photographs of an old 
marine curiosity shop in my collection, which may 
help him. Attwater’s settlement is to be entirely 
overshadowed everywhere by tall palms ; see 
photographs of Fakarava : the verandahs of the 
house are 12 ft. wide. Don't let him forget the 
Figure Head, for which I have a great use in the 
last chapter. It stands just clear of the palms on 
the crest of the beach at the head of the pier ; the 
flag-staff not far off ; the pier he will understand is 
perhaps three feet above high water, not more at 
any price. The sailors of the Farallone are to be 
dressed like white sailors of course. For oth^f 
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1893 things, I remit this excellent artist to my photo- 
May graphs. 

I can’t think what to say about the tale, but 
it seems to me to go off with a considerable bang ; 
in fact, to be an extraordinary work : but whether 
popular ! Attwater is a no end of a courageous 
attempt, I think you will admit ; how far success- 
ful is another affair. If my island ain’t a thing of 
beauty, I ’ll be damned. Please observe Wiseman 
and Wishart ; for incidental grimness, they strike 
me as in it. Also, kindly observe the Captain and 
Adar; I think that knocks spots. In short, as 
you see, I ’m a trifle vainglorious. But O, it has 
been such a grind ! The devil himself would allow 
a man to brag a little after such a crucifixion! 
And indeed I ’m only bragging for a change before 
I return to the darned thing lying waiting for 
me on p. 88, where I last broke down. I break 
down at every paragraph, I may observe ; and lie 
here and sweat, till I can get one sentence wrung 
out after another. Strange doom ; after having 
worked so easily for so long ! Did ever anybody 
see such a story of four characters ? 


Later , 2 . 30 . 

It may interest you to know that I am entirely 
tapu , and live apart in my chambers like a caged 
beast. Lloyd has a bad cold, and Graham and 
Belle are getting it. Accordingly, I dwell here 
without the light of any human countenance or 
voice, and strap away at The Ebb Tide until (as 
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now) I can no mo tv. Fannv can still come, but 1893 
is gone to glory now, or to her garden. Page 88 Ma J 
is done, and must be done over again to-morrow, 
and I confess myself exhausted. Pity a man who 
can’t work on along wheu he has nothing else on 
earth to do! But l have ordered Jack, and am 
going for a ride in the bush presently to refresh 
the machine ; then back to a lonely dinner and 
durance vile. I acquiesce in this hand of fate ; 
for I think another cold just now would just about 
do foi me. I have scarce yet recovered the two 
last. 


May 18M. 

My progress is crabwise, and I fear only IX. 
chapters will be ready for the mail. I am on 
p. 88 again, and with half an idea of going 
back again to 85. We shall see when we come 
to read : I used to regard reading as a pleasure 
in my old light days. All the house are down 
with the influenza in a body, except Fanny and 
me. The influenza appears to become endemic 
here, but it has always been a scourge in the 
islands. Witness the beginning of The Ebb Tide , 
which was observed long before the Iffie had dis- 
tinguished himself at home by such Napoleonic 
conquests. I am now of course ‘ quite a recluse/ 
and it is very stale, and there is no amanuensis to 
carry me over my mail, to which I shall have to 
devote many hours that would have been more 
usefully devoted to The. Ebb Tide . For you know 
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i $93 you can dictate at all hours of the day and at any 

May odd moment; but to sit down and write with 
your red right hand is a very different matter. 

May 20th. 

Well, 1 believe I ’ve about finished the thing, 
I mean as far as the mail is to take it. Chap- 
ter X. is now in Lloyd’s hands for remarks, 
and extends in its present form to p. 93 inch 
On the 1 2th of May, I see by looking back, 
I was on p. 82, not for the first time ; so that 
I have made 1 1 pages in nine livelong days. 
Well ! up a high hill he heaved a huge round 
stone. But this Flaubert business must be re- 
sisted in the premises. Or is it the result of 
influenza? God forbid. Fanny is down now, 
and the last link that bound me to my fellow men 
is severed. 1 sit up here, and write, and read 
Renan’s Origines , which is certainly devilish in- 
teresting ; I read his Nero yesterday, it is very 
good, O, very good ! But he is quite a Michelet ; 
the general views, and such a piece of character 
painting, excellent ; but his method sheer lunacy. 
You can see him take up the block which he had 
just rejected, and make of it the corner-stone : a 
maddening way to deal with authorities ; and 
the result so little like history that one almost 
blames oneself for wasting time. But the time is 
not wasted ; the conspectus is always good, and 
the blur that remains on the mind is probably 
just enough. I have been enchanted with the 
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unveiling of Revelations. And how picturesque 1893 
that return of the false Nero ! i he Apostle John May 
is rather discredited. And to think how one 
had read the thing so often, and never under- 
stood the attacks upon St Paul ! I remember 
when I was a child, and we came to the Four 
Beasts that were all over eyes, the sickening 
terror with which I was filled. If that was 
Heaven, what, in the name of Davy Jones and 
the aboriginal night- ma r e, could Hell be? Take 
it for all in al \,L’ Antichrist is worth reading. The 
Histoire d Israel did not surprise me much ; I had 
read those Hebrew sources with more intelligence 
than the New Testament, and was quite prepared 
to admire Ahab and Jezebel, etc. Indeed, Ahab 
has always been rather a hero of mine ; I mean 
since the years of discretion. 


May 2 lit. 

And here I am back again on p. 85! the last 
chapter demanding an entire revision, which 
accordingly it is to get. And where my mail is 
to come in, God knows ! This forced, violent, 
alembicated style is most abhorrent to me ; it 
can’t be helped ; the note was struck years ago 
on the Janet Nicoll y and has to be maintained 
somehow ; and I can only hope the intrinsic 
horror and pathos, and a kind of fierce glow of 
colour there is to it, and the surely remarkable 
wealth of striking incident, may guide our little 
shallop into port. If Gordon Browne is to get it, 
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1893 he should see the Brassey photographs of Papeete. 

Ma y But mind, the three waifs were never in the town ; 
only on the beach and in the calaboose. By 
George, but it r s a good thing to illustrate for a 
man like that ! Fanny is all right again. False 
alarm ! I was down yesterday afternoon at Paupata, 
and heard much growling of war, and the delight- 
ful news that the C. J. and the President are going 
to run away from Mulinuu and take refuge in 
the Tivoli hotel. 


23 rd. Mail day . 

And lots of pleasures before me, no doubt! 
Among others the attempt to extract an answer 

from before mail time, which may succeed 

or may not. 

The Ebb Tide, all but (I take it) fifteen pages, is 
now in your hands — possibly only about eleven 
pp. It is hard to say. But there it is, and 
you can do your best with it. Personally, I be- 
lieve I would in this case make even a sacrifice 
to get Gordon Browne and copious illustration. 
I guess in ten days I shall have finished with it ; 
then I go next to D . Balfour , and get the proofs 
ready : a nasty job for me, as you know. And 
then ? Well, perhaps I ’ll take a go at the family 
history. I think that will be wise, as I am so 
much off work. And then, I suppose, Weir of 
Hertniston , but it may be anything. I am dis- 
contented with The Ebb Tide y naturally ; there 
seems such a veil of words over it ; and I like 
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more and more nr*ked writing ; and yet some- *893 
times one has a longing fc^ full colour and there 
comes the veil again. The Young Chevalier is in 
very full colour, and 1 fear it for that reason. — 

Ever, R. I- S. 



XXX 

29 th May . 

1893 My dear Colvin, — Still grinding at Chap. XI. 
I began many days ago on p. 93 , and am still 
on P* 93, which is exhilarating, but the thing 
takes shape all the same and should make a pretty 
lively chapter for an end of it. For XII. is only 
a footnote ad explicandu7n. 

June, tht I st. 

June Back on p. 93. I was on 100 yesterday, but 
read it over and condemned it 

10 a.m. 

I have worked up again to 97 , but how? The 
deuce fly away with literature, for the basest sport 
in creation. But it ’s got to come straight ! and 
if possible, so that I may finish D. Balfour in 
time for the same mail. What a getting upstairs 1 
This is Flaubert outdone. Belle, Graham, and 
Lloyd leave to-day on a malaga down the coast ; 
to be absent a week or so : this leaves Fanny, me, 
and , who seems a nice, kindly fellow. 

270 
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Tune 2nd. 

I am nearly dead with dvspepsia, over-smoking, 1893 
and unremuncrativc overwork. Last night, I went J unc 
to bed by seven ; woke up again ?boul ten for a 
minute to find myself light-headed and altogether 
off my legs ; went to sleep again, and voice this 
morning fairly fit. I have crippled on to p. 101, 
but I haven't read it yet, so do not boast* What 
kills me is the frame of mind of one of the charac- 
ters ; I cannot get it through. Of course that 
does not interfere with my total inability to write; 
so that yesterday I was a living half-hour upon a 
single clause and have a gallery of variant, that 
would surprise you. And this sort of trouble 
(which I cannot avoid) unfortunately produces 
nothing when done but alernbication and the far- 
fetched. Well, read it with mercy ! 


8 a.tn. 

Going to bed. Have read it, and believe the 
chapter practically done at last. But lord ! it has 
been a business. 


June 3 ra\ S. i $. 

The draft is finished, the end of Chapter XII. 
and the tale, and I have only eight pages 
wiederzuarbeiten . This is just a cry of joy in 
passing. 


10.30. 

Knocked out of time. Did 101 and 102. Alas, 
no more to-day, as I have to go down town to a 
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1893 meeting. Just as well though, as my thumb is 
J une about done up. 


Sunday , June $th. 

Now for a little snippet of my life. Yesterday, 
12.30, in a heavenly day of sun and trade, I 
mounted my horse and set off. A boy opens 
my gate for me. ‘ Sleep and long life ! A bless- 
ing on your journey/ says he And I reply * Sleep, 
long life ! A blessing on the house ! ’ Then on, 
down the lime lane, a rugged, narrow, winding 
way, that seems almost as if it was leading you 
into Lyonesse, and you might see the head and 
shoulders of a giant looking in. At the corner of 
the road I meet the inspector of taxes, and hold a 
diplomatic interview with him ; he wants me to 
pay taxes on the new house ; I am informed I 
should not till next year ; and we part, re infecta , 
he promising to bring me decisions, I assuring 
him that, if I find any favouritism, he will find me 
the most recalcitrant tax-payer on the island. 
Then I have a talk with an old servant by the 
wayside. A little further I pass two children 
coming up. ‘ Love ! 5 say I ; ‘ are you two chiefly- 
proceeding inland ? ’ and they say, ‘ Love ! yes ! ’ 
and the interesting ceremony is finished. Down 
to the post office, where I find Vitrolles and 
(Heaven reward you !) the White Book, just 
arrived per Upolu , having gone the wrong way 
round, by Australia ; also six copies of Island 
NightJ Entertainments . Some of Weatherall’s 
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illustrations are very clever ; but O Lord ! the 1893 
lagoon! I did say it was ‘shai!rwv/ but, O dear, J une 
not sc shallow as that a man could stand up in 
it ! I had still an hour to wait for m/ meeting, 
so Postmaster Davis let me sit down in his room 
and I had a bottle of beer in, and read A Gen- 
tleman 'if France. Have you seen it coming out 
in Longman's ? My dear Colvin ! ’tis the most 
exquisite pleasure ; a real chivalrous yam, like 
the Dumas’ and yet unlike. Thereafter to the 
meeting of the five newspaper proprietors Busi- 
ness transacted, I have to gallop home and find 
the boys waiting to be paid at the doorstep. 


Monday , 5 th. 

Yesterday, Sunday, the Rev. Dr. Browne, secre- 
tary to the Wesleyan Mission, and the man who 
made the war in the Western Islands and was 
tried for his life in Fiji, came up, and we had a 
long, important talk about Samoa. O, if I could 
only talk to the home men ! But what would it 
matter ? none of them know*, none of them care. 
If we could only have Macgregor here with his 
schooner, you would hear of no more troubles 
in Samoa. That is what we want ; a man that 
knows and likes the natives, qui paye de sa per - 
sonne t and is not afraid of hanging when neces- 
sary. We don't want bland Swedish humbugs, 
and fussy, footering German barons. That way 
the maelstrom lies, and we shall soon be in it 

I have to-day written 103 and 104, all perfectly 
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1893 wrong, and shall have to rewrite them. This tale 
June j s devilish, and Chapter XI. the worst of the lot. 
The truth is of course that I am wholly worked 
out; but it's nearly done, and shall go some- 
how according to promise. I go against all my 
gods, and say it is not worth while to massacre 
yourself over the last few pages of a rancid yarn, 
that the reviewers will quite justly tear to bits. 
As for D.B., no hope, I fear, this mail, but we'll 
see what the afternoon does for me. 

4 . * 5 - 

Well, it's done. Those tragic 16 pp. are at last 
finished, and I have put away thirty-two pages of 
chips, and have spent thirteen days about as 
nearly in Hell as a man could expect to live 
through. It's done, and of course it ain't worth 
while, and who cares ? There it is, and about as 
grim a tale as was ever written, and as grimy, and 
as hateful. 

SACRED 

TO THE MEMORY 

OF 

J. L. HUISH, 

BORN 1856, AT HACKNEY, 

LONDON, 

Accidentally killed upon this 
Island, 

xoth September, 1889. 
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7 'utsday, 6. 

I am exulting to do nothing. It pours with 1893 
rain from the westward, very unusual kind of J u ^ 
weather ; I was standing out on the little verandah 
in front of my room this morning, and there went 
through me or over me a wa^e of extraordinary 
and apparently baseless emotion. I literally 
staggered. And then the explanation came, and 
I knew J had found a frame of mind and body 
that belonged to Scotland, and particularly to the 
neighbourhood of Callander. Very odd these 
identities of sensadon, and the world of connota- 
tions implied ; highland huts, and peat smoke, 
and the brown, swirling rivers, and wet clothes, 
and whiskey, and the romance of the past, and 
that indescribable bite of the whole thing at a 
man’s heart, which is — or rather lies at the bottom 
of — a story. 

I don’t know if you are a Barbey d’Aurdwilly-an. 

I am. I have a great delight in his Norman 
stories. Do you know the Chevalier des Touches 
and U EnsorceUel They are admirable, they reek 
of the soil and the past. But I was rather think- 
ing just now of Lc Rideau Cramoist ’, and its ador- 
able setting of the stopped coach, the dark street, 
the home-going in the inn yard, and the red blind 
illuminated. Without doubt, there was an identity 
of sensation ; one of those conjunctions in life that 
had filled Barbey full to the brim, and permanently 
bent his memory. 

I wonder exceedingly if I have done anything 
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1893 at all good ; and who can tell me ? and why 
June should I wish to know? In so little a while, I, 
and the English language, and the bones of my 
descendants, will have ceased to be a memory! 
And yet — and yet — one would like to leave an 
image for a few years upon men's minds — for fun. 
This is a very dark frame of mind, consequent on 
overwork and the conclusion of the excruciating 
Ebb Tide. Adieu. 

What do you suppose should be done with The 
Ebb Tide ? It would make a volume of 200 pp. ; 
on the other hand, I might likely have some 
more stories soon : The Owl, Death in the Pot y 
\ The Sleeper Awakened ; all these are possible* 
The Ozvl might be half as long ; The Sleeper 
Awakened , ditto ; Death in the Pot a deal shorter, 
I believe. Then there’s the Go-Between , which 
is not impossible altogether. The Owl, The 
Sleeper Awakened , and the Go-Between end 
reasonably well ; Death in the Pot is an ungodly 
massacre. O, well, The Owl only ends well in 
so far as some lovers come together, and nobody 
is killed at the moment, but you know they are 
all doomed, they are Chouan fellows. 1 

Friday, gth. 

Well, the mail is in ; no Blue-book, depressing 
letter from C. ; a long, amusing ramble from my 

1 The Owl was to be a Breton story of the Revolution ; Death 
in (he Pot, a tale of the Sta. Lucia mountains in California; the 
scene of The Go-Between was laid in the Pacific Islands ; of The 
Sleeper Awakened, I know nothing. 
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mother ; vast masses of Romeike ; they are going 1S93 
to war now; and what will that lead to? and 
what has driven them to it but the persistent mis- 
conduct of these two officials ? I know I ought to 
rewrite the end of this bluicly Ebb Tide : well, I 
can't. C'est plus fort que me : ; it has to go the 
way it is. and be jowned to it ! From what I make 
out of the reviews, 1 I think it would be better not 
to republish The Ebb Tide • but keep it for other 
tales, if they should turn up. Very amusing how 
the reviews pick out one story and damn the rest ! 
and it is always a different one. Be su you 
send me the article from Le Temps. 


Saturday , 17M. 

Since 1 wrote this last, I have written a whole 
chapter of my grandfather, and read it to-night ; 
it was on the whole much appreciated, and I kind 
of hope it ain’t bad myself. ’Tis a third writing, 
but it wants a fourth. By next mail, I believe I 
might send you 3 chapters. That is to say 
Family Annals, The Service of the Northern 
Lights , and The Building of the Bell Rock. Pos- 
sibly even 4 — A Houseful of Boys. I could finish 
my grandfather very easy now ; my father and 
Uncle Alan stop the way. I propose to call the 
book : Northern Lights : Memoirs of a Family of 
Engineers. I tell you, it is going to be a good 
book. My idea in sending MS. would be to get it 
set up ; two proofs to me, one to Professor Swan, 

1 Of Island Nights' Entertainments . 
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*893 Ardchapel, Helensburgh — mark it private and 
confidential — one to yourself ; and come on with 
criticisms ! But I 'll have to see. The total plan 
of the book is this — 


I. Domestic Annals. 

II. The Service of the Northern Lights. 
III. The Building of the Bell Rock. 


IV. A Houseful of Boys (or, 
the Family in Baxters 
Place). 

V. Education of an Engineer. 

VI. The Grandfather. 

VII. Alan Stevenson. 

VIII. Thomas Stevenson. 


There will be an In- 
troduction ‘The 
Surname of Stev- 
enson * which has 
proved a mighty 
queer subject of in- 
quiry. But, Lord ! 
if I were among 
libraries. 


Sunday , 18 th, 

I shall put in this envelope the end of the ever- 
to-be-execrated Ebb Tide y or Stevenson's Blooming 
Error. Also, a paper apart for David Balfour. The 
slips must go in another enclosure, I suspect, owing 
to their beastly bulk. Anyway, there are two 
pieces of work off my mind, and though I could 
wish I had rewritten a little more of David , yet it 
was plainly to be seen it was impossible. All the 
points indicated by you have been brought out; 
but to rewrite the end, in my present state of 
over-exhaustion and fiction-phobia, would have 
been madness ; and I let it go as it stood. My 
grandfather is good enough for me, these days. 
I do not work any less ; on the whole, if anything, 
a little more. But it is different 
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The slips go to you in four packets ; I hope 1893 
they are what they should oe, bu*. do not think so. J™** 
I am at a pitch of discontent with fiction in all its 
form — or my forms — that prevents me being able 
to be even interested. I have had to stop all 
drink ; smoking f am trying to r top also. It 
annoys me dreadfully : and yet if I take a glass 
of claret, I have a headache the next day ! O, and 
a good headache too ; none of your trifles. 

Well, sir, here*- to you, and farewell. — Yours 
ever. R. L. S. 



XXXI 


Saturday , 24M (?) June. 

My DEAR COLVIN, — Yesterday morning, after 
a day of absolute temperance, I awoke to the 
worst headache I had had yet. Accordingly, 
temperance was said farewell to, quinine instituted, 
and I believe my pains are soon to be over. We 
wait, with a kind of sighing impatience, for war 
to be declared, or to blow finally off, living in the 
meanwhile in a kind of children’s hour of fire- 
light and shadow and preposterous tales ; the 
king seen at night galloping up our road upon 
unknown errands and covering his face as he 
passes our cook ; Mataafa daily surrounded (when 
he awakes) with fresh ‘ white man’s boxes 9 (query, 
ammunition ?) and professing to be quite ignorant 
of where they come from ; marches of bodies of 
men across the island ; concealment of ditto in the 
bush ; the coming on and off of different chiefs ; 
and such a mass of ravelment and rag-tag as the 
devil himself could not unwind. 


Wednesday , 28M June. 

Yesterday it rained with but little intermission, 
but I was jealous of news. Graham and b got 
into the saddle about 1 o’clock and off down to 
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town. In town, there was nothing bat rumours 1893 
going ; in the night drams had beer' beat, the 
men had run to arms on Mulinuu from as far as 
Vaiala, and the alarm proved false. There were 
no signs of any gathering in Apia proper, and the 
Secretary of State had no news to give. I believed 
him, too, for we are brither Scots. Then the 
temptation came upon me strong to go on to the 
ford and see the Mataafa villages, where we heard 
there was more afoot. Off we rode. When we 
came to Vaimusu, the houses were very full of 
men, but all seemingly unarmed. Imme ”ately 
beyond is that river over which we passed in our 
scamper with Lady Jersey; it was all solitary. 

Three hundred yards beyond is a second ford ; 
and there — I came face to face with war. Under 
the trees on the further bank sat a picket of seven 
men with Winchesters ; their faces bright, their 
eyes ardent. As we came up, they did not speak 
or move ; only their eyes followed us. The horses 
drank, and we passed the ford. ‘TalofaE I said, 
and the commandant of the picket said ‘ Talofa* ; 
and then, when we were almost by, remembered 
himself and asked where we were going. ‘To 
Faamuina/ I said, and we rode on. Every house by 
the wayside was crowded with armed men. There 
was the European house of a Chinaman on the 
right-hand side: a flag of truce flying over the 
gate — indeed we saw three of these in what little 
way we penetrated into Mataafa’s lines — all the 
foreigners trying to protect their goods ; and the 
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1893 Chinaman's verandah overflowed with men and 

June gi r i s an( j Winchesters. By the way we met a 
party of about ten or a dozen marching with their 
guns and cartridge-belts, and the cheerful alacrity 
and brightness of their looks set my head turning 
with envy and sympathy. Arrived at Vaiusu, the 
houses about the malae (village green) were 
thronged with men, all armed. On the outside 
of the council-house (which was all full within) 
there stood an orator ; he had his back turned to 
his audience, and seemed to address the world at 
large ; all the time we were there his strong voice 
continued unabated, and I heard snatches of 
political wisdom rising and falling. 

The house of Faamuina stands on a knoll in 
the malae . Thither we mounted, a boy ran out 
and took our horses, and we went in. Faamuina 
was there himself, his wife Pelepa, three other 
chiefs, and some attendants ; and here again was 
this exulting spectacle as of people on their mar- 
riage day. Faamuina (when I last saw him) was 
an elderly, limping gentleman, with much of the 
debility of age ; it was a bright-eyed boy that 
greeted me ; the lady was no less excited ; all had 
cartridge-belts. We stayed but a little while to 
smoke a sului ; I would not have kava made, as I 
thought my escapade was already dangerous 
(perhaps even blameworthy) enough. On the 
way back, we were much greeted, and on com- 
ing to the ford, the commandant came- and 
asked me if there were many on the other side. 



V A I L I M A LETTERS 283 

* Very many/ said 1 ; not that I knew, but I would 1893 
not lead them on the ice. * That is we* l ! * said he, J une 
and the little picket laughed aloud as we splashed 
into the river. We returned to Apia, through Apia, 
and out to windward as far as Vaiala, where the 
word went that the men of the Vaunauga had as- 
sembled. We met two boys cariying pigs, and saw 
six young men busy cooking in a cook-house ; but 
no sign of an assembly ; no arms, no blackened 
faces. I forgot ! As we turned to leave Faamu- 
iria’s, there ran forward a mart with his face 
blackened, and the back of his lava-lava girded 
up so as to show his tattooed hips naked ; he 
leaped before us, cut a wonderful caper, and flung 
his knife high in the air, and caught it. It was 
strangely savage and fantastic and high-spirited. 

I have seen a child doing the same antics long 
before in a dance, so that it is plainly an accepted 
solemnity . I should say that for weeks the chil- 
dren have been playing with spears. Up by the 
plantation I took a short cut, which shall never be 
repeated, through grass and weeds over the horses* 
heads and among rolling stones ; I thought we 
should have left a horse there, but fortune favoured 
us. So home, a little before six, in a dashing 
squall of rain, to a bowl of kava and dinner. But 
the impression on our minds was extraordinary ; 
the sight of that picket at the ford, and those 
ardent, happy faces whirls in my head ; the old 
aboriginal awoke in both of us and knickered like 
a stallion. 
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1893 It is dreadful to think that I must sit apart here 
J une and do nothing ; I do not know if I can stand it 
out. But you see, I may be of use to these poor 
people, if I keep quiet, and if I threw myself in, I 
should have a bad job of it to save myself. There ; 
I have written this to you ; and it is still but 7.30 
in the day, and the sun only about one hour up ; 
can I go back to my old grandpapa, and men 
sitting with Winchesters in my mind's eye ? No ; 
war is a huge entrainement ; there is no other 
temptation to be compared to it, not one. We 
were all wet, we had been about five hours in the 
saddle, mostly riding hard ; and we came home 
like schoolboys, with such a lightness of spirits, 
and I am sure such a brightness of eye, as you 
could have lit a candle at ! 


Thursday 29th. 

I had two priests to luncheon yesterday : the 
Bishop and Pere R£my. They were very plea- 
sant, and quite clean too, which has been 
known sometimes not to be — even with bishops. 
Monseigneur is not unimposing; with his white 
beard and his violet girdle he looks Splendidly 
episcopal, and when our three waiting lads came 
up one after another and kneeled before him in 
the big hall, and kissed his ring, it did me good 
for a piece of pageantry. R£my is very engag- 
ing ; he is a little, nervous, eager man, like a 
governess, and brimful of laughter and small jokes. 
So is the bishop indeed, and our luncheon party 
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went off merrily- -far more merrily than many a *893 
German spread, though with so much less liquor. J une 
One trait was delicious. With a complete ignor- 
ance of the Protestant that I would scarce have 
imagined, he related to us (as news) little stories 
from the gospels, and got the names all wrong! 

His comments were delicious, and to our ears a 
thought irreverent. ‘ Ah ! il con laissait son nwnde , 
allez ! } ‘ II ttait Jin, notre Seigneur r etc. 


Friday . 

Down with Fanny and Belle, to lunch at the 
International. Heard there about the hu^- folly 
of the hour, all the Mulinuu ammunition having 
been yesterday marched openly to vaults in 
Matafele ; and this morning, on a cry of protest 
from the whites, openly and humiliatingly disin- 
terred and marched back again. People spoke of 
it with a kind of shrill note that did not quite 
satisfy me. They seemed not quite well at ease. 
Luncheon over, we rode out on the Malie road. 
All was quiet in Vaiusu, and when we got to 
the second ford, alas ! there was no picket — 
which was just what Belle had come to sketch. 
On through quite empty roads; the houses deserted, 
never a gun to be seen ; and at last a drum and a 
penny whistle playing in Vaiusu, and a cricket 
match on the malac ! Went up to Faamuina’s ; 
he is a trifle uneasy, though he gives us kava. I 
cannot see what ails him, then it appears that he 
has an engagement with the Chief Justice at half- 
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1893 past two to sell a piece of land. Is this the reason 

June why war has disappeared ? We ride back, 
stopping to sketch here and there the fords, a 
flag of truce, etc. I ride on to Public Hall 
Committee and pass an hour with my committees 
very heavily. To the hotel to dinner, then to the 
ball, and home by eleven, very tired. At the ball 
I heard some news, of how the chief of Letonu 
said that I was the source of all this trouble, and 
should be punished, and my family as well. This, 
and the rudeness of the man at the ford of the 
Gase-gase, looks but ill ; I should have said that 
Faamuina, as he approached the first ford, was 
spoken to by a girl, and immediately said good- 
bye and plunged into the bush ; the girl had told 
him there was a war party out from Mulinuu ; 
and a little further on, as we stopped to sketch a 
flag of truce, the beating of drums and the sound 
of a bugle from that direction startled us. But 
we saw nothing, and I believe Mulinuu is (at least 
at present) incapable of any act of offence. One 
good job, these threats to my home and family 
take away all my childish temptation to go out 
and fight. Our force must be here, to protect 
ourselves. I see panic rising among the whites ; 
I hear the shrill note of it in their voices, and they 
talk already about a refuge on the war ships. 
There are two here, both German ; and the Orlando 
is expected presently. 

Sunday 9 ih July . 

July Well, the war has at last begun. For four or 
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five days, Apia lias been filled by these poor 1893 
children with tkeir faces blacked, and the red J ul X 
handkerchief about: their brows, that makes the 
Malietoa uniform, and the boats have been coming 
in from the windward, some of them 50 strong, 
with a drum and a bugle on board — the bugle 
always ; ll-played — and a sort of jester leaping 
and capering on the sparred nose of the boat, and 
the whole crew uttering from time to time a kind 
of menacing uiulation. Friday they marched out 
to the bush ; and yesterday morning we heard 
that some had returned to their houses for the 
night, as they found it 4 so uncomfortable.’ After 
dinner a messenger came up to me with a note, 
that the wounded were arriving at the Mission 
House. Fanny, Lloyd and I saddled and rode off 
with a lantern ; it was a fine starry night, though 
pretty cold. We left the lantern at Tanuga- 
manono, and then down in the starlight. I found 
Apia, and myself, in a strange state of Altera- 
tion ; my own excitement was gloomy and (I may 
say) truculent ; others appeared imbecile ; some 
sullen. The best place in the whole town was the 
hospital. A longish frame-house it was, with a 
big table in the middle for operations, and ten 
Samoans, each with an average of four sympa- 
thisers, stretched along the walls. Clarke was 
there, steady as a die ; Miss Large, little spec- 
tacled*angel, showed herself a real trump ; the 
nice, clean, German orderlies in their white uni- 
forms looked and meant business. (I hear a fine 
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1893 story of Miss Large — a cast-iron teetotaller — 
July going to the public-house for a bottle of brandy.) 

The doctors were not there when I arrived ; but 
presently it was observed that one of the men was 
going cold. He was a magnificent Samoan, very 
dark, with a noble aquiline countenance, like an 
Arab, I suppose, and was surrounded by seven 
people, fondling his limbs as he lay : he was shot 
through both lungs. And an orderly was sent to 
the town for the (German naval) doctors, who 
were dining there. Meantime I found an errand 
of my own. Both Clarke and Miss Large ex- 
pressed a wish to have the public hall, of which I 
am chairman, and I set off down town, and woke 
people out of their beds, and got a committee 
together, and (with a great deal of difficulty from 
one man, whom we finally overwhelmed) got the 
public hall for them. Bar the one man, the com- 
mittee was splendid, and agreed in a moment to 
share the expense if the shareholders object Back 
to the hospital about 11.30; found the German 
doctors there. Two men were going now, one 
that was shot in the bowels — he was dying rather 
hard, in a gloomy stupor of pain and laudanum, 
silent, with contorted face. The chief, shot through 
the lungs, was lying on one side, awaiting the last 
angel ; his family held his hands and legs : they 
were all speechless, only one woman suddenly 
clasped his knee, and * keened 9 for the inside of 
five seconds, and fell silent again. Went home, 
and to bed about two A.M. What actually passed 
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seems undiscovernble ; but the Mataafas were 1S9.I 
surely driven back oat of Vaitele ; that is a blow J ul * 
to them, and the resistance was far greater than 
had been anticipated — which is a blo.v to the 
Laupepas. All seems to indicate a long and 
bloody war. 

Frank's house in Mulinuu was likewise filled 
with wounded ; many dead bodies were brougnt 
in ; I hear with certainty of five, wrapped in mats ; 
and a pastor goes to-morrow to the field to bring 
others. The Laupepas brought in eleven heads 
to Mulinuu, and to the great horror and con- 
sternation of the native mind, one proved to be a 
girl, and was identified as that of a Taupou — or 
Maid of the Village — from Savaii. I hear this 
morning, with great relief, that it has been le- 
turned to Malie, wrapped in the most costly silk 
handkerchiefs, and with an apologetic embassy. 

This could easily happen. The girl was of course 
attending on her father with ammunition, and got 
shot ; her hair was cut short to make her father’s 
war head-dress — even as our own Sina’s is at this 
moment; and the decollator was probably, in his 
red flurry of fight, wholly unconscious of her sex. 

I am sorry for him in the future ; he must make 
up his mind to many bitter jests — perhaps to ven- 
geance.* But what an end to one chosen for her 
beauty and, in the time of peace, watched over by 
trusty crones and hunchbacks ! 


T 
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Evening . 

1893 Can I write or not ? I played lawn tennis in 

July the morning, and after lunch down with Graham 
to Apia. Ulu, he that was shot in the lungs, still 
lives ; he that was shot in the bowels is gone to 
his fathers, poor, fierce child ! I was able to be of 
some very small help, and in the way of helping 
myself to information, to prove myself a mere 
gazer at meteors. But there seems no doubt the 
Mataafas for the time are scattered ; the most 
of our friends are involved in this disaster, and 
Mataafa himself — who might have swept the 
islands a few months ago — for him to fall so 
poorly, doubles my regret. They say the Taupou 
had a gun and fired ; probably an excuse manu- 
factured ex post facto . I go down to-morrow at 
12, to stay the afternoon, and help Miss Large. 
In the hospital to-day, when I first entered it, 
there were no attendants ; only the wounded and 
their friends, all equally sleeping and their heads 
poised upon the wooden pillows. There is a pretty 
enough boy there, slightly wounded, whose fate 
is to be envied : two girls, and one of the most 
beautiful, with beaming eyes, tend him and sleep 
upon his pillow. In the other corner, another 
young man, very patient and brave, lies wholly 
deserted. Yet he seems to me far the better of 
the two ; but not so pretty ! Heavens, what a 
difference that makes ; in our not very well pro- 
portioned bodies and our finely hideous faces, the 
i-32nd — rather the 1-64U1 — this way or that! 
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Sixteen heads in a'd at Mulinuu. 1 am so stiff 1S93 
I can scarce move without <% howl. J ul * 


Mot-day, loth. 

Some news that Mataafa ic gone to Savaii by 
way of Manono ; this may mean a great deal 
more war hiring, and no great issue. (When 
Sosimo came in this mornirg with my breakfast 
he had to lift me up. It is no joke to play lawn 
tennis after carrying your right arm in a sling so 
many years.) What a hard, unjust business this 
is ! On the 28th, if Mataafa had moved, he /H ould 
have still swept Mulinuu. He waited, and I fear 
he is now only the stick of a rocket. 


Wednesday, 12 th. 

No more political news ; but many rumours. 
The government troops are off to Manono ; no 
word of Mataafa. O, there is a passage in my 
mother’s letter which puzzles me as to a date. Is 
it next Christmas you are coming? or the Christ- 
mas after? This is most important, and must be 
understood at once. If it is next Christmas, I 
could not go to Ceylon, for lack of gold, and you 
would have to adopt one of the following alterna- 
tives : 1st, either come straight on here and pass 
a month with us ; ’tis the rainy season, but we 
have often lovely weather. Or (2nd) come to 
Hawaii and I will meet you there. Hawaii is only 
a week’s sail from S. Francisco, making only 
about sixteen days on the heaving ocean ; and 
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1893 the steamers run once a fortnight, so that you 

J ul y could turn round ; and you could thus pass a day 
or two in the States — a fortnight even — and still 
see me. But I have sworn to take no further 
excursions till I have money saved to pay for 
them ; and to go to Ceylon and back would be 
torture unless I had a lot. You must answer this 
at once, please ; so that I may know what to do. 
We would dearly like you to come on here. I 'll 
tell you how it can be done ; I can come up and 
meet you at Hawaii, and if you had at all got over 
your sea-sickness, I could just come on board and 
we could return together to Samoa, and you could 
have a month of our life here, which I believe you 
could not help liking. Our horses are the devil, 
of course, miserable screws, and some of them a 
little vicious. I had a dreadful fright — the passage 
in my mother's letter is recrossed and I see it says 
the end of / 94 : so much the better, then ; but I 
would like to submit to you my alternative plan. 
I could meet you at Hawaii, and reconduct you 
to Hawaii, so that we could have a full six weeks 
together and I believe a little over, and you would 
see this place of mine, and have a sniff of native 
life, native foods, native houses — and perhaps be 
in time to see the German flag raised, who knows ? 
-^and we could generally yarn for all we were 
worth. I should like you to see Vailima ; and I 
should be curious to know how the climate affected 
you. It is quite hit or miss ; it suits ma, it suits 
Graham, it suits all our family ; others it does not 
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suit at all. It is either gold or poison. I rise at 1893 

six, the rest at seven ; lunch is at 12 ; at five we 
go to lawn tennis till dinner at six ; and to roost 
early. 

A man brought in a head to Mulinuu in great 
glory ; they washed the black paint off, and 
behold ! it was his brother. When I last heard 
he was sitting in his house, with the head upon 
his lap, and weeping. Barbarous war is an ugly 
business ; but I believe the civilised is fully uglier ; 
but Lord ! what fan ! 

I should say we now have definite new- that 
there are three women’s heads ; it was difficult to 
get it out of the natives, who aie all ashamed, and 
the women all in terror of reprisals. Nothing has 
been done to punish or disgrace these hateful in- 
novators. It was a false report that the head had 
been returned. 


Thursday , 15M, 

Mataafa driven away from Savaii. I cannot 
write about this, and do not know what should be 
the end of it. 


Monday , 17 Mi* 

Haggard and Ahrens (a German clerk) to lunch 
yesterday. There is no real certain news yet : I 
must say, no man could swear to any result ; but 
the sky looks horribly black for Mataafa and so 
many of our friends along with him. The thing 
has an abominable, a beastly, nightmare interest. 
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1S93 But it *s wonderful generally how little one cares 
about the wounded ; hospital sights, etc. ; things 
that used to murder me. 1 was far more struck 
with the excellent way in which things were 
managed ; as if it had been a peep-show ; I held 
some of the things at an operation, and did not 
care a dump. 


Tuesday y iStk. 

Sunday came the Katoomba , Captain Bickford, 
C.M.G. Yesterday, Graham and I went down to 
call, and find he has orders to suppress Mataafa at 
once, and has to go down to-day before daybreak 
to Manono. He is a very capable, energetic man ; 
if he had only come ten days ago, all this would 
have gone by ; but now the questions are thick 
and difficult. (1) Will Mataafa surrender? (2) 
Will his people allow themselves to be disarmed ? 
(3) What will happen to them if they do? (4) 
What will any of them believe after former de- 
ceptions? The three consuls were scampering 
on horseback to Leulumoega to the King ; no 
Cusack-Smith, without whose accession I could 
not send a letter to Mataafa. I rode up here, 
wrote my letter in the sweat of the concordance 
and with the able-bodied help of Lloyd — and 
dined. Then down in continual showers and 
pitchy darkness, and to Cusack-Smith’s ; not re- 
returned. Back to the inn for my horse, and 
to C.-S.’s, when I find him just returned and 
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he accepts my letter. Thence home, by 12.30, iR 93 

jolly tired and wet. And to day have I>een in a July 

crispation of energy and i 1 1-^emper, raking my 
wretched mail together, it is a hateful business, 
waiting for the news ; it may come to a fearful 
massacre yet. — Yours ever, R. L. S. 
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August , 1893. 

1893 My DEAR COLVIN, — Quite impossible to write. 

Au £- Your letter is due to-day; a nasty, rainy-like 
morning- with huge blue clouds, and a huge indigo 
shadow on the sea, and my lamp still burning at 
near 7. Let me humbly give you news. Fanny 
seems on the whole the most, or the only, powerful 
member of the family ; for some days she has been 
the Flower of the Flock. Belle is begging for 
quinine. Lloyd and Graham have both been 
down with 1 belly belong him 9 (Black Boy speech). 
As for me, I have to lay aside my lawn tennis, 
having (as was to be expected) had a smart but 
eminently brief hemorrhage. 1 am also on the 
quinine flask. 1 have been re-casting the beginning 
of the Hanging Judge or Weir of Hermiston ; then 
I have been cobbling on my grandfather, whose 
last chapter (there are only to be four) is in the 
form of pieces of paper, a huge welter of inconse- 
quence, and that glimmer of faith (or hope) which 
one«learns at this trade, that somehow and some 
time, by perpetual staring and glowering and re- 
writing, order will emerge. It is indeed a queer 
hope ; there is one piece for instance that Lwant 
in — I cannot put it one place for a good reason — I 

296 
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cannot put it another for a better — and every* time 1893 
I look at it, I turn sick and put the MS away. Au S- 

Well, your letter hasn’t come, and a number of 
others are missing. It looks as if a mail -bag had 
gone on, so I ’ll blame nobody, and proceed to 
business. 

It looks as if I was going to send you the first 
three chapters of my Grandfather. ... If the}'' 
were set up, it would be that much anxiety 
off my mind. I have a strange feeling of respon- 
sibility, as if I had my ancestors’ souls in my 
charge, and might miscarry with them. 

There’s a lot of work gone into it, and a lot 
more is needed. Still Chapter 1. seems about 
right to me, and much of Chapter II. Chapter III. 

I know nothing of, as I told you. And Chapter IV. 
is at present all ends and beginnings ; but it can 
be pulled together. 

This is all I have been able to screw up to you 
for this month, and I may add that it is not only 
more than you deserve, but just about more than 
I was equal to. I have been and am entirely use- 
less ; just able to tinker at my Grandfather. The 
three chapters — perhaps also a little of the fourth 
— will come home to you next mail by the hand 
of my cousin Graham Balfour, a very nice fellow 
whom I recommend to you warmly — and whofh I 
think you will like. This will give you time to 
consider my various and distracted schemes. 

All our wars are over in the meantime, to begin 
again as soon as the war-ships leave. Adieu. 

R. L. S. 
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22>rd August. 

My dear Colvin, — Your pleasing letter rc 
The Ebb Tide , to hand. I propose, if it be not too 
late, to delete Lloyd’s name. He has nothing to 
do with the last half. The first we wrote together, 
as the beginning of a long yarn. The second is 
entirely mine ; and I think it rather unfair on the 
young man to couple his name with so infamous 
a work. Above all, as you had not read the two 
last chapters, which seem to me the most ugly 
and cynical of all . 1 

You will see that I am not in a good humour, ; 
and I am not. It is not because of your letter, but 
because of the complicated miseries that surround 
me and that I choose to say nothing of. Life is 
not all Beer and Skittles. The inherent tragedy 
of things works itself out from white to black and 
blacker, and the poor things of a day V>ok ruefully 
on. Does it shake my cast-iron faith ? £ cannot 

say it does. I believe in an ultimate decency of 
things ; ay, and if I woke in hell, should still 
believe it ! But it is hard walking, and I can see 

1 On a first reading of the incomplete ms. of The Ebb Tide, dis- 
like of the three rascally heroes had made me unjust to the 
imaginative force and vividness of the treatment. 
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my own share in the missteps, and can bow my 1S93 
head to the result, like an old, stern, unhappy devil 
of a Norseman, as my ultimate character is. . . . 

Well, il faut cultivcr son jardin. That last ex- 
pression of poor, unhappy human wisdom I take 
to my heart and go to St. Ives . 


24 th Aug. 

And did, and worked about 2 hours and got to 
sleep ultimately and ‘ a’ the clouds has blawn 
awa) .* ‘ Be sure we T 1 have some pleisand 

weather, When a' the clouds (storms ?) has blawn 
(gone ?) away.’ Verses that have a quite inexpli- 
cable attraction for me, and I believe had for 
Burns. They have no merit, but are somehow 
good, I am now in a most excellent humour. 

I am deep in .$ 7 . Ives which, I believe, will be 
the next novel done. But it is to be clearly under- 
stood that I promise nothing, and may throw in 
your face the very last thing you expect — or I 
expect St. Ives will (to my mind) not be wholly 
bad. It is written in rather a funny style ; a little 
stilted and left-handed ; the style of St Ives ; also, 
to some extent, the style of R. L. S. dictating. 
St. Ives is unintellectual, and except as an adven- 
ture novel, dull. But the adventures seem to me 
sound and pretty probable ; and it is a love story*. 
Speed his wings ! 

Sunday night. 

De cceur an peu plus dispos , monsieur et chcr 
confrere , je me remets d vous icrire . St. Ives is 
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1893 now in the 5th chapter copying ; in the 14th 
Aue- chapter of the dictated draft I do not believe 
I shall end by disliking it. 


Monday. 

Well, here goes again for the news. Fanny is 
very well indeed, and in good spirits ; I am in 
good spirits but not very well ; Lloyd is in good 
spirits and very well ; Belle has a real good fever 
which has put her pipe out wholly. Graham goes 
back this mail. He takes with him three chapters 
of The Family , and is to go to you as soon as 
he can. He cannot be much the master of his 
movements, but you grip him when you can and 
get all you can from him, as he has lived about 
six months with us and he can tell you just what 
is true and what is not — and not the dreams of 
dear old Ross . 1 He is a good fellow, is he not? 

Since you rather revise your views of The Ebb 
Tide , I think Lloyd’s name might stick, but I 'll 
leave it to you. I ’ll tell you just how it stands. 
Up to the discovery of the champagne, the tale 
was all planned between us and drafted by Lloyd; 
from that moment he has had nothing to do with 
it except talking it over. For we changed our 
plan, gave up the projected Monte Cristo, and cut 
it dqwn for a short story. My jmpression — (I beg 
your pardon — this is a local joke — a firm here had 

1 Dr. Fairfax Ross, a distinguished physician of Sydney, and 
friend of the Stevenson family, who during a visit to^ngland 
this summer had conveyed to me no very reassuring impression 
as to the healthfulness of the island life and climate. 
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on its beer labels, 4 sole jmporters ’) — is that it will 1893 
never be popular, but might make a little succh Au C* 
de scandale However, 1 ’m done with it now, and 
not sorry, and the crowd mav rave and mumble 
its bones for what I care. 

Hole essential. 1 I am sorry about the maps ; 
but I want ’em for next edition, so see and have 
proofs sent. You are quite right about the bottle 
and the great Huish, I mast try to make it clear. 

No, I will not write a play for Irving nor for the 
devil. Can you not see that the work iA falsi- 
fication which a play demands is of . " tasks 
the most ungrateful? And I have done it a 
long while — and nothing ever came of it. 

Consider iny new proposal, I mean Honolulu. 

You would get the Atlantic and the Rocky Moun- 
tains, would you not ? for bracing. And so much 
less sea ! And then you could actually see Vailima, 
which I would like you to, for it’s beautiful and 
my home and tomb that is to be ; though it ’s a 
wrench not to be planted in Scotland — that I can 
never deny — if 1 could only be burica in the hills, 
under the heather and a table tombstone like the 
martyrs, where the whaups and plovers are cry- 
ing ! Did you see a man who wrote the Stickit 
Minister , 2 and dedicated it to me, in words that 
brought the tears to my eyes every time I looked 

1 W. Hole, R.S.A.: essential for the projected illustrations to 
Kidnapped and Cairiona . 

2 Mr. S. R. Crockett had been acquainted with R. L. S. as 
long ago as Bournemouth days, and had remained in friendly 
correspondence with him since. 
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1893 at them ‘ Where about the graves of the martyrs 

Au * the whaups are crying. His heart remembers 
how/ Ah, by God, it does ! Singular that I 
should fulfil the Scots destiny throughout, and 
live a voluntary exile, and have my head filled 
with the blessed, beastly place all the time ! 

And now a word as regards the delusions of the 
dear Ross, who remembers, I believe, my letters 
and Fanny’s when we were first installed, and 
were really hoeing a hard row. We have salad, 
beans, cabbages, tomatoes, asparagus, kohl-rabi, 
oranges, limes, barbadines, pine -apples, Cape 
gooseberries — galore ; pints of milk and cream ; 
fresh meat five days a week. It is the rarest 
thing for any of us to touch a tin ; and the gnash- 
ing of teeth when it has to be done is dreadful — 
for no one who has not lived on them for six 
months knows what the Hatred of the Tin is. 
As for exposure, my weakness is certainly the 
reverse ; I am sometimes a month without leaving 
the verandah — for my sins, be it said ! Doubtless, 
when I go about and, as the Doctor says, ‘expose 
myself to malaria,’ I am in far better health ; and 
I would do so more too — for I do not mean to be 
silly — but the difficulties are great. However, you 
see how much the dear Doctor knows of my diet 
and habits ! Malaria practically does not exist in 
these islands ; it is a negligeable quantity. What 
really bothers us a little is the mosquito affair — 
the so-called elephantiasis — ask Ross about it. A 
real romance of natural history, quoi ! 



VAILIMA LETTERS 303 

Hi ! stop ! you say Th * Ebb Tide is the ‘ work- 1893 
ing out of aa artistic problem of a kind.’ Well. I 
should just bet it was ! You don’t like Attwater. 

But look at my three rogues ; they’re all there, 

I ’ll go bail. Three types of the bad man, the 
weak man, and the strong man with a weakness, 
that are gone through and iiveu out 

Yes, of course I was sorry for Mataafa, but a 
good deal sorrier and angiier about the misman- 
agement of all the white officials. 1 cannot bear 
to write about that. Manono ail destroyed, one 
house standing in Apolima, the women shipped, 
the prisoners beaten with whips — and the women’s 
heads taken — all under white auspices. Ar.d for 
upshot and result of so much shame to the white 
powers — Tamasesc already conspiring ! as I knew 
and preached in vain must be the case ! Well, 
well, it is no fun to meddle in politics ! 

I suppose you ’re right about Simon. 1 But it is 
Symon throughout in that blessed little volume 
my father bought for me in Inverness in the year 
of grace ’81, I believe — the trial of James Stewart, 
with the Jacobite pamphlet and the dying speech 
appended — out of which the whole of Davie has 
already been begotten, and which I felt it a kind 
of loyalty to follow. I really ought to have it 
bound in velvet and gold, if 1 had any gratitude ! 
and the best of the lark is, that the name of David 
Balfour is not anywhere within the bounds of it 

J Simon Fraser, the Master of Lovat, in Catriona : the spelling 
of his name. 
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1893 A pretty curious instance of the genesis of a book. 
I am delighted at your good word for David \ I 
believe the two together make up much the best 
of my work and perhaps of what is in me. I am 
not ashamed of them, at least. There is one 
hitch ; instead of three hours between the two 
parts, I fear there have passed three years over 
Davie’s character ; but do not tell anybody ; see if 
they can find it out for themselves ; and no doubt 
his experiences in Kidnapped would go far to 
form him. I would like a copy to go to G. 
Meredith. 

Wednesday . 

Well, here is a new move. It is likely I may 
start with Graham next week and go to Honolulu 
to meet the other steamer and return : I do be- 
lieve a fortnight at sea would do me good ; yet I 
am not yet certain. The crowded «/-steamer 
sticks in my throat. 

Tuesday , 12th Sept . 

Sept. Yesterday was perhaps the brightest in the 
annals of Vailima. I got leave from Captain 
Bickford to have the band of the Katoomb&'t ome 
up, and they came, fourteen of ’em, with drum, 
fife, cymbals and bugles, blue jackets, white caps, 
and smiling faces. The house was all decorated 
with scented greenery above and below. We had 
not only our own nine out-door workers, but a 
contract party that we took on in charity to pay 
their war-fine ; the band besides, as it came up 
the mountain, had collected a following of children 
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by the way, and we had a picking of Samoan 189s 
ladies to receive them. Chicken, ham, cake, and 
fruits were served out with coffee and lemonade, 
and all the afternoon *.ve han rounds of claret 
negus flavoured with rum and limes. They played 
to us, they danced, they sang, they tumbled. Our 
boys came in the end of the verandah and gave 
them a dance for a while. It was anxious work 
getting this stopped once it had begun, but I knew 
the band was going on a programme. Finally 
they gave three cheers for Mr. and Mrs. Stevens, 
shook hands, formed up and marched off playing — 
till a kicking horse in the paddock put their pipes 
out something of the suddenest — we thought the 
big drum was gone, but Simeld flew to the rescue. 

And so they wound away down the hill with ever 
another call of the bugle, leaving us extinct with 
fatigue, but perhaps the most contented hosts that 
ever watched the departure of successful guests. 
Simply impossible to tell how well these blue- 
jackets behaved ; a most interesting lot of men ; 
this education of boys for the navy is making a 
class, Wholly apart — how shall I call them ? — a 
kind of lower-class public school boy, well- 
mannered, fairly intelligent, sentimental as a 
sailor. What is more shall be writ on board 
ship if anywhere. 

Please send Catriona to G. Meredith. 

S. S. Mariposa. 

To-morrow I reach Honolulu. Good-morning 
to your honour. R. L. S. 

U 
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Waikiki , Honolulu , H. L 
Oct . 23rtf, 1893. 

Dear Colvin, — My wife came up on the 
steamer and we go home together in 2 days. 1 I 
am practically all right, only sleepy and tired easily, 
slept yesterday from 11 to 1 1.45, from 1 to 2.50, 
went to bed at 8 P.M., and with an hour’s interval 
slept till 6 A.M., close upon 14 hours out of the 
24. We sail to-morrow. I am anxious to get 
home, though this has been an interesting visit, 
and politics have been curious indeed to study. 
We go to P. P. C. on the ‘ Queen ’ this morning ; 
poor, recluse lady, abreuvh d'injures qu'elle est. 
Had a rather annoying lunch on board the Ame- 
rican man-of-war, with a member of the P. G. 
(provincial government) ; and a good deal of anti- 
royalist talk, which I had to sit out — not only for 
my host’s sake, but my fellow guests. At last, I 
took the lead and changed the conversation. 

R. L. S. 

1 In the interval between the last letter and this, the writer 
had been down with a sharp and prolonged attack of fever at 
Honolulu, and Mrs. Stevenson had come from Samoa to nurse 
and take him home. 
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I am being busted here by party named iS$g 
Hutchinson . 1 Seems good. 


[ / ci/ i'wa — November* ] 

Home again, and found all well, thank: God. Nov. 
1 am perfectly well again and ruddier than *he 
cherry. Please note that 8000 is not bad for 
a volume of short stories ; 2 the Merry Men did 
a good deal worse ; the short stor> never sells. 

I hope Catriona will do ; that is the important. 

The reviews seem mixed and perplexed and 
one had the peculiar virtue to make me angry. 

I am in a fair way to expiscatc my family 
history. Fanny and I had a lovely voyage 
down, with our new C. J. and the American 
Land Commissioner, and on the whole, and for 
these disgusting steamers, a pleasant ship’s corn 
pany. I cannot understand why you don’t take 
to the Hawaii scheme. Do you understand ? 

You cross the Atlantic in six days, and go from 
’Frisco to Honolulu in seven. Thirteen days at 
sea in all . — I have no wish to publish The Ebb 
Tide as a Look, let it wait It will look well in 
the portfolio. I would like a copy, of course, for 
that end; and to * look upon ’t again— which I 
scarce dare. 

* 

f Later.} 

This is disgraceful. I have done nothing ; 

1 The bust exhibited in the New Gallery Summer Exhibition, 

1895. 

* Island Nights Entertainments 
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1893 neither work nor letters. On the Me (May) 

Nov. we had a great triumph ; our Protestant 

boys, instead of going with their own villages 
and families, went of their own accord in the 
Vailima uniform ; Belle made coats for them on 
purpose to complete the uniform, they having 
bought the stuff ; and they were hailed as they 
marched in as the Tama-ona — the rich man’s 
children. This is really a score ; it means that 
Vailima is publicly taken as a family. Then we 
had my birthday feast a week late, owing to 
diarrhoea on the proper occasion. The feast was 
laid in the Hall, and was a singular mass of food : 
15 pigs, 100 lbs. beef, 100 lbs. pork, and the fruit 
and filigree in a proportion. We had sixty horse- 
posts driven in the gate paddock ; how many 
guests I cannot guess, perhaps 1 50. They came 
between three and four and left about seven. 
Seumanu gave me one of his names ; and when my 
name was called at the ava drinking, behold, it was 
Au mai tana ma manu-vao ! You would scarce 
recognise me, if you heard me thus referred to ! 

Two days after, we hired a carriage in Apia, 
Fanny, Belle, Lloyd and I, and drove in great 
style, with a native outrider, to the prison ; a huge 
gift of ava and tobacco under the seats. The 
prison is now under the ptdc of an Austrian, Cap- 
tain Wurmbrand, a soldier of fortune in Servia 
and Turkey, a charming, clever, kindly creature, 
who is adored by 4 his chiefs’ (as he calls them) 
meaning our political prisoners. And we came 



VAILIHA LETTERS 309 


into the yard, walled about with tinned iron, and 
drank ava with the prisoners and the captain, It 
may amuse you to hear how it is proper to drink 
ava. When the cup is handed yon, you reach 
your arm out somewhat behinri you, and slowly 
pour a libation, saying with somewhat the manner 
of prayer , 4 J a tuumofa e le aiua . I r a mat ago fie k 
fesitafaiga nei V 4 Be it (high-chief) partaken of 
by the God. How (high chief) beautiful to view 
is this (high chief) gathering.’ This pagan prac- 
tice is very queer. I should say that the prison 
ava was of that not very welcome form Jiat we 
elegantly call spit-ava, but of course there was no 
escape, and it had to be drunk. Fanny and L 
rode home, and I moralised by the way. Could 
we ever stand Europe again ? did she appreciate 
that if we were in London, we should be actually 
jostled in the street ? and there was nobody in the 
whole of Britain who knew how to take ava like a 
gentleman ? Tis funny to be thus of two civilisa- 
tions — or, if you like, of one civilisation and one 
barbarism. And, as usual, the barbarism is the 
more engaging. 

Colvin, you have to come here and see us 


in our 


f native ) 
\ mortal j 


spot. 


I just don’t seem to be 


able to make up my mind to your not coming. 
By this time, you will have seen Graham, I 
hope, and he will be able to tell you something 
about us, and something reliable. I shall feel for 
the first time as if you knew a little about Samoa 


*$93 

Nov. 
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1893 after that. Fanny seems to be in the right way 
No,T • now. I must say she is very, very well for her, 
and complains scarce at all. Yesterday, she went 
down sola (at least accompanied by a groom) to 
pay a visit ; Belle, Lloyd and I went a walk up 
the mountain road — the great public highway of 
the island, where you have to go single file. The 
object was to show Belle that gaudy valley of the 
Vaisigano which the road follows. If the road 
is to be made and opened, as our new Chief Jus- 
tice promises, it will be one of the most beautiful 
roads in the world. But the point is this : I forgot 
1 had been three months in civilisation, wearing 
shoes and stockings, and I tell you I suffered on 
my soft feet ; coming home, down hill, on that 
stairway of loose stones, I could have cried. O 
yes, another story, I knew I had. The house 
boys had not been behaving well, so the other 
night I announced a fono y and Lloyd and I went 
into the boys’ quarters, and I talked to them I 
suppose for half an hour, and Talolo translated ; 
Lloyd was there principally to keep another ear 
on the interpreter ; else there may be dreadful 
misconceptions. I rubbed all their ears, except 
two whom I particularly praised ; and one man’s 
wages 1 announced I had cut down by one half. 
Imagine his taking this smiling! Ever since, he 
has been specially attentive and greets me with a 
face of really heavenly brightness. This is another 
good sign of their really and fairly accepting me 
as a chief. When I first came here, if I had fined 



VA1LTMA LETTERS 311 


a man a sixpence, he w^uld have quit work that 
hour, and now I remove half his income, and he 
is glad to stay on — nay, does not seem to enter- 
tain the possibility of leaving. And this in the 
face of one particular dilTculty — l mean our house 
in the bush, and no society, and no women society 
within decent reach. 

I think I must give you our staff in a tabular 
form. 


HOUSE. 

+ o Sosimo, pro- 
vost and butler, 
and my valet. 

o Misifotoy who 
is Fanny and 
Belle’s chamber- 
lain. 


KITCHEN 
4* o Talohy pro- 
vost and chief 
cook. 

+ o IopUy second 
cook. 

Taliy his wife, 
no wages. 

Tia, Samoan 
cook. 

Fei loci' iy his child, 
no wages, like- 
wise no work 
— Belle’s pet. 

+* o Lcueluy 
Fanny’s boy, 
gardener, odd 
jobs. 

In APIA. 

+ Eli gay wash- 
man and daily 
errand man. 


OUTSIDE. 

4- o He?. . j Simetiy 

provost and 
overseer of 
outside boys. 

Lu. 

Tasi Sele. 

Maiele . 

Puluy who is also 
our talking man 
and cries the 
ava. 


*893 

Nov. 
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1893 The crosses mark out the really excellent boys. 

Nov * Ti’a is the man who has just been fined £ his 

wages ; he is a beautiful old man, the living image 
of ‘ Fighting Gladiator/ my favourite statue — but 
a dreadful humbug. I think we keep him on a 
little on account of his looks. This sign o marks 
those who have been two years or upwards in the 
family. I note all my old boys have the cross of 
honour, except Misifolo ; well, poor dog, he does 
his best, I suppose. You should see him scour. 

It is a remark that has often been made by 

visitors : you never see a Samoan run, except at 
Vailima. Do you not suppose that makes me 
proud ? 

I am pleased to see what a success The Wrecker 
was, having already in little more than a year 
outstripped The Master of Ballantrae, 

About David Balfour in two volumes, do see that 
they make it a decent-looking book, and tell me, 
do you think a little historical appendix would be 
of service? Lang bleats for one, and I thought I 
might address it to him as a kind of open letter. 


Dec, qth* 

Dec. No time after all. Good-bye. 

R. L S. 



XXXV 

Mv dear Colvin, — One page out of my 1893 

picture book I must give you. Fine burning day ; Dcc * 

l past two P.M. We four begin to rouse up from 
reparatory slumbers, yawn, and groan, get ** cup 
of tea, and miserably dress: we have had a party 
the day before, X'mas Day, with all the boys 
absent but one, and latterly tw r o ; we had cooked 
all day long, a cold dinner, and io ! at two our 
guests began to arrive, though dinner was not till 
six ; they were sixteen, and fifteen slept the night 
and breakfasted. Conceive, then, how r unwillingly 
we climb on our horses and start off in the hottest 
part of the afternoon to ride 4 \ miles, attend a 
native feast in the gaol, and ride four and a half 
miles back. But there is no help for it. I am a 
sort of father of the political prisoners, and have 
charge d' times in that riotously absurd establish- 
ment, Apia Gaol. The tw r enty-three (I think it 
is) chiefs act as under gaolers. The other day 
they told the Captain of an attempt to escape. 

One of the lesser political prisoners the other day 
effected a swift capture, while the Captain was 
trailing about with the warrant ; the man came to 
see what was wanted ; came, too, flanked by the 

sis 
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1893 former gaoler ; my prisoner offers to show him 
the dark cell, shoves him in, and locks the door. 
‘ Why do you do that ? * cries the former gaoler. 
* A warrant/ says he. Finally, the chiefs actually 
feed the soldiery who watch them ! 

The gaol is a wretched little building, containing 
a little room, and three cells, on each side of a cen- 
tral passage ; it is surrounded by a fence of corru- 
gated iron, and shows, over the top of that, only a 
gable end with the inscription 0 le Fale Puipuu 
It is on the edge of the mangrove swamp, and is 
reached by a sort of causeway of turf. When we 
drew near, we saw the gates standing open and a 
prodigious crowd outside — I mean prodigious for 
Apia, perhaps a hundred and fifty people. The 
two sentries at the gate stood to arms passively, 
and there seemed to be a continuous circulation 
inside and out. The captain came to meet us ; 
our boy, who had been sent ahead was there to 
take the horses ; and we passed inside the court 
which was full of food, and rang continuously to 
the voice of the caller of gifts ; I had to blush a 
little later when my own present came, and I 
heard my one pig and eight miserable pine-apples 
being counted out like guineas. In the four 
corners of the yard and along one wall, there are 
mhke-shift, dwarfish, Samoan houses or huts, 
which have been run up since Captain Wurm- 
brand came to accommodate the chiefs. Before 
that they were all crammed into the six cells, 
and locked in for 4 he night, some of them with 
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dysentery. They are wretched constructions 1893 
enough, but sanctified by the presence of chiefs. Dec - 
We heard a man corrected loudly to-day for saying 
‘ Fale * of one of them ; ‘ Maota, roared the highest 
chief present — ‘palace.' About eighteen chiefs, 

gorgeously arrayed, stood uc to greet us, and led 
us into one of these maoias y where you may be 
sure we had to crouch, almost to kneel, to enter, 
and where a row of pretty girls occupied one side 
to make the ava (kava). The highest chief present 
was a magnificent man, as high chiefs usually are ; 

I find I cannot describe him ; his face i. full of 
shrewdness and authority ; his figure like Ajax ; 
his name Auilua. He took the head of the build- 
ing and put Belle on his right hand. Fanny was 
called first for the ava (kava). Our names were 
called in English style, the high-chief wife of Mr. 

St — (an unpronounceable something); Mrs. Straw, 
and the like. And when we went into the other 
house to eat, we found we were seated alternately 
with chiefs about the — table, I was about to say, 
but rather floor. Everything was to be done 
European style with a vengeance ! We were the 
only whites present, except Wurmbrand, and 
still I had no suspicion of the truth. They began 
to take off their ulas (necklaces of scarlet seeds) 
and hang them about our necks ; we politely 
resisted, and were told that the King (who had 
stopped off their siva) had sent down to the prison 
a message to the effect that he was to give a 
dinner to-morrow, and wished their second-hand 
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1893 ulas for it. Some of them were content ; others 

r)cc * not. There was a ring of anger in the boy’s voice, 
as he told us we were to wear them past the 
King’s house. Dinner over, I must say they are 
moderate eaters at a feast, we returned to the ava 
house ; and then the curtain drew suddenly up 
upon the set scene. We took our seats, and 
Auilua began to give me a present, recapitulating 
each article as he gave it out, with some appro- 
priate comment. He called me several times 
‘their only friend/ said they were all in slavery, 
had no money, and these things were all made by 
the hands of their families—nothing bought ; he 
had one phrase, in which I heard his voice rise up 
to a note of triumph : ‘ This is a present from the 
poor prisoners to the rich man/ Thirteen pieces 
of tapa, some of them surprisingly fine, one I 
think unique ; thirty fans of every shape and 
colour ; a kava cup, etc., etc. At first Auilua 
conducted the business with weighty gravity ; but 
before the end of the thirty fans, his comments 
began to be humorous. When it came to a little 
basket, he said : ‘ Here was a little basket for 
Tusitala to put sixpence in, when he could get 
hold of one 5 — with a delicious grimace. I answered 
as best as I was able through a miserable inter- 
preter ; and all the while, as I went on, I heard 
the crier outside in the court calling my gift of 
food, which I perceived was to be Gargantuan. I 
had brought but three boys with me. It was 
plain that they were wholly overpowered. We 
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proposed to send for our gi r \s on +be morrow ; but 1893 
no, said the interpreter, chat would never do ; Dec - 
they must go away to-day , Mulinui; must see my 
porters taking away the gifts,--* irake ’em jella,’ 
quoth the interpreter. And l began tc see the 
reason of this really splendid gift ; one half, 
gratitude to me— one half, a wipe at the King. 

And now, to introduce darker colours, you must 
know this visit of mine to the gaol was just a little 
bit risky ; we had several causes for anxiety ; it 
might have been put up, to connect with a 
Tamasese rising. Tusitala and his family ».ould 
be good hostages. On the other hand, there were 
the Mulinuu people all about. We could see the 
anxiety of Captain Wurmbrand, no less anxious 
to have us go, than he had been to see us come ; 
he was deadly white and plainly had a bad head- 
ache, in the noisy scene. Presently, the noise 
grew uproarious ; there was a rush ?.t the gate — a 
rush in, not a rush out- -where the two sentries 
still stood passive; Auilua leaped from his place 
(it was then that I got the name of Ajax for him) 
and the next moment we heard his voice roaring 
and saw his mighty figure swaying to and fro in 
the hurly-burly. As the deuce would have it, we 
could not understand a word of what was going 
on. It might be nothing more than the ordinaVy 
4 grab racket 1 with which a feast commonly con- 
cludes ; it might be something worse. We made 
what arrangements we could for my tapa, fans, 
etc., as well as for my five pigs, my masses of fish. 
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1S93 taro, etc., and with great dignity, and ourselves 

°® c * laden with ulas and other decorations, passed be- 
tween the sentries among the howling mob to our 
horses. All’s well that ends well. Owing to 
Fanny and Belle, we had to walk ; and, as Lloyd 
said, ‘he had at last ridden in a circus/ The 
whole length of Apia we paced our triumphal 
progress, past the King’s palace, past the German 
firm at Sogi — you can follow it on the map — 
amidst admiring exclamations of ‘ Mawaia ' — 
beautiful — it may be rendered * O my ! ain’t they 
dandy ’ — until we turned up at last into our road 
as the dusk deepened into night It was really 
exciting. And there is one thing sure : no such 
feast was ever made for a single family, and no 
such present ever given to a single white man. 
It is something to have been the hero of it. And 
whatever other ingredients there were, undoubtedly 
gratitude was present. As money value I have 
actually gained on the transaction ! 

Your note arrived ; little profit, I must say. 
Scott has already put his nose in, in St. Ives , sir ; 
but his appearance is not yet complete ; nothing 
is in that romance, except the story. I have to 
announce that I am off work, probably for six 
months. I must own that I have overworked 
bitterly — overworked — there, that’s legible. My 
hand is a thing that was, and in the meanwhile so 
are my brains. And here, in the very midst, comes 
a plausible scheme to make Vailima pay, which 
will perhaps let me into considerable expense just 
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when I don’t want it. You know the vast cynicism 1893 
of my view of affairs, and hov/ readily and (as D#c * 
some people say) with how much gu^to I take 
the darker view ? 

Why do you not send me Jerome K. Jerome’s 
paper, rnd let me see 7 he Eb?> 7 ?de as a serial ? It 
is always very important to see a thing in different 
presentments. I want every number. Politically 
we begin the new year with every expectation of 
a bust in 2 or 3 days, a bust which may spell 
destruction to Samoa. I have written to Baxter 
about his proposal. 1 

1 The scheme of the Edinburgh Edition. 
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Vailitna t 
Jan. 29 ih t 1894. 

1894 My dear Colvin, — I had fully intended for 
Jan. your education and moral health to fob you off 
with the meanest possible letter this month, and 
unfortunately I find I will have to treat you to a 
good long account of matters here. I believe I 
have told you before about Tui-ma-le-alii-fano and 
my taking him down to introduce him to the Chief 
Justice. Well, Tui came back to Vailima one day 
in the blackest sort of spirits, saying the war was 
decided, that he also must join in the fight, and 
that there was no hope whatever of success. He 
must fight as a point of honour for his family and 
country ; and in his case, even if he escaped on 
the field of battle, deportation was the least to be 
looked for. He said he had a letter of complaint 
from the Great Council of A’ana which he wished 
to lay before the Chief Justice ; and he asked me 
to accompany him as if I were his nurse. We 
went down about dinner time ; and by the way 
received from a lurking native the famous letter in 
an official blue envelope gummed up to the edges. 
It proved to be a declaration of war, quite formal, 
but with some variations that really made you 

320 
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bounce. White residents r ere directly threatened, 1894 
bidden to have nothing to do with the King's J 
party, uot to receive their goods in their houses, 
etc., under pain of an accident However, the 
Chief Justice took it very wisely and mildly, and 
between us, he and I and Tui made up a plan 
which has proved successful — so far. The war is 
over— fifteen chiefs are this morning undergoing 
a curious double process of law, comparable to a 
court martial ; in whicn their complaints are to 
be considered, and if possible righted, while their 
conduct is to be criticised, perhaps punished. Up 
to now, therefore, it has been a most successful 
policy ; but the danger is before us. My own 
feeling would decidedly be that all would be 
spoiled by a single execution. The great hope 
after all lies in the knotless, rather flaccid char- 
acter of the people. These are no Maoris. All 
the powers that Cedarcrantz let go by disuse the 
new C. J. is stealthily and boldly taking back again ; 
perhaps some others also. He has shamed the 
chiefs in Mulinuu into a law against taking heads, 
with a punishment of six years’ imprisonment 
and, for a chief, degradation. To him has been 
left the sole conduct of this anxious and decisive 
inquiry. If the natives stand it, why, well ! But 
I am nervous. * 


X 
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Feb. 1894. 

Dear Colvin,— B y a reaction, when your letter 
is a little decent, mine is to be naked and un- 
ashamed. We have been much exercised. No 
one can prophesy here, of course, and the balance 
still hangs trembling, but I think it will go for 
peace. 

The mail was very late this time ; hence the' 
paltryness of this note. When it came and I 
had read it, I retired with The Ebb Tide and read 
it all before I slept. I did not dream it was near 
as good ; I am afraid I think it excellent. A 
little indecision about Attwater, not much. It 
gives me great hope, as I see I can work in that 
constipated, mosaic manner, which is what I have 
to do just now with Weir of Hermis ton. 

We have given a ball ; I send you a paper 
describing the event. We have two guests in the 
house, Captain-Count Wurmbrand and Monsieur 
Albert de Lautreppe. Lautreppe is awfully nice 
— a quiet, gentlemanly fellow, gonfie de reves , as 
he describes himself — once a sculptor in the atelier 
of Henry Crosse, he knows something of art, and 
is really a resource to me. 

322 
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Letter from Meredith very kind. Have you 
seen no more of Graham ? 

Whdt about my grandfather? The family 
history will grow to be quite a chapter. 

I suppose 1 am growing .>ewsit i re ; perhaps, by 
living among barbarians, I e::pect more civility. 
Look at this from the author of a very interesting 
and laudatory critique. He gives quite a false 
description of something of mine, and talks about 
my 4 insolence.’ Frankly, I supposed ‘ insolence * 
to be a tapua word. I do not use it to n gentle- 
man, I would not write it of a gentleman : I may 
be wrong, but 1 believe we did not write it of a 
gentleman in old days, and in my view he (clever 
fellow as he is) wants to be kicked for applying it 
to me. By writing a novel — even a bad one — I 
do not make myself a criminal for anybody to 
insult. This may amuse you. But either there is 
a change in journalism, too gradual for you to 
remark it on the spot, or there is a change in me. 
1 cannot bear these phrases ; I lor.g to resent 
them. My forbears, the tenant farmers of the 
Mains, would not have suffered such expressions 
unless it had been from Cauldwell, or Rowallan, or 
maybe Auchendrane. My Family Pride bristles. 
I am like the negro, ‘ I just heard last night ’ who 
my great, great, great, great grandfather was. — 
Ever yours, R. L. S. 


1894 

v e b 
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March 1894. 

1894 My DEAR COLVIN, — This is the very day the 
March ma il goes, and I have as yet written you nothing. 
But it was just as well — as it was all about my 
* blacks and chocolates/ and what of it had relation 
to whites you will read some of in the Times . It 
means, as you will see, that I have at one blow 
quarrelled with all the officials of Samoa, the 
Foreign Office, and I suppose her Majesty the 
Queen with milk and honey blest. But you 'll see 
in the Times. I am very well indeed, but just 
about dead and mighty glad the mail is near here, 
and I can just give up all hope of contending with 
my letters, and lie down for the rest of the day. 
These Times letters are not easy to write. And I 
dare say the Consuls say, ‘Why, then, does he 
write them ? ' 

I had miserable luck with St. Ives\ being 
already half-way through it, a book I had ordered 
six months ago arrives at last, and I have to 
change the first half of it from top to bottom ! 
How could I have dreamed the French prisoners 
were watched over^ like a female charity school, 

824 
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kept in a grotesaue livery, and shaved twice a 1894 
week ? And I had made all my points on the Mtfcil 
idea that they were unshaved and clothed anyhow. 
However, this last is better business ; if only the 
book had come when I ordered it ! A propos % 
many of the books you announce don't come as a 
matter of fact. When they are of any value, it is 
best to register them. Your letter, alas ! is not 
here ; I sent it down to the cottage, with all my 
mail, for Fanny ; on Sunday night a boy comes 
up with a lantern and a note from Fanny to say 
the woods are full of Atuas 1 and 1 must bring a 
horse down that instant, as the posts are estab- 
lished beyond her on the road, and she does not 
want to have the fight going on between us. Im- 
possible to get a horse ; so I started in the dark 
on foot, with a revolver, and my spurs on my bane 
feet, leaving directions that the boy should mount 
after me with the horse. Try such an experience 
on Our Road once, and do it, if you please, after 
you have been down town from nine o'clock till 
six, on board the ship-of-war lunching, teaching 
Sunday School (I actually do) and making neces- 
sary visits ; and the Saturday before, having sat 
all day from \ past six to J-past four, scriving 

at my Times letter. About half-way up, just in 

• 

1 A fresh rising, this time of the partisans of Tatnasese, belong- 
ing to the island of Atua, had taken place, and was, after some 
time, suppressed, with circumstances of damage and suffering 
which Stevenson thought might have been avoided if the policy 
of the Three Powers had been wiser or more judiciously carried 
out. 
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1894 

March 


fact at * point’ of the outposts, I met Fanny 
coming up. Then all night long I was being 
wakened with scares that really should be-looked 
into, though I knew there was nothing in them 
and no bottom to the whole story ; and the drums 
and shouts and cries from Tanugamanono and 
the town keeping up an all night corybantic 
chorus in the moonlight — the moon rose late — and 
the search-light of the war-ship in the harbour 
making a jewel of brightness as it lit up the bay 
of Apia in the distance. And then next morning, 
about eight o’clock, a drum coming out of the 
woods and a party of patrols who had been in 
the woods on our left front (which is our true rear) 
coming up to the house, and meeting there another 
party who had been in the woods on our right 

{ rear } * s Vaea Mountain, and 43 of 

them being entertained to ava and biscuits on 
the verandah, and marching off at last in single 
file for Apia. Briefly, it is not much wonder if 
your letter and my whole mail was left at the 
cottage, and I have no means of seeing or answer- 
ing particulars. 

The whole thing was nothing but a bottomless 
scare ; it was obviously so ; you couldn’t make a 
chfld believe it was anything else, but it has made 
the Consuls sit up. My own private scares were 
really abominably annoying ; as for instance after 
I had got to sleep for the ninth time perhaps — 
and that was no easy matter either, for I had a 



VAILIMA LETTERS 


32 / 


crick in my neck 7,0 agonising that I had to sleep 1894 
sitting up — I heard nclses of a man being March 
murdered in the beys’ house. To be sure, said 1 , 
this is nothing again, but if a mar’s head was 
being taken, the noiser would be the same ! So I 
had tc get up. stifle my cries of agony from the 
crick, get my revolver, ana creep out stealthily to 
the boys’ house. And there were two of them 
sitting up, keeping watch of ^heir own accord like 
good boys, and whiling the time over a game of 
Sweepi (Cascino — the whist of our islanders) — 
and one of them was our champion idiot, Misifolo, 
and I suppose he was holding bad cards, and losing 
all the time — and these noises were his humorous 
protests against Fortune ! 

Well, excuse this excursion into my ‘ blacks and 
chocolates.’ It is the last. You will have heard 
from Lysaght how 1 failed to write last mail. 

The said Lysaght seems to me a very nice fellow. 

We were only sorry he could not stay with us 
longer. Austin came back from school last week, 
which made a great time for the Amanuensis, 
you may be sure. Then on Saturday, the 
Curaqoa came in — same commission, with all 
our old friends ; and on Sunday, as already men- 
tioned, Austin and I went down to service and 
had lunch afterwards in the wardroom. *The 
officers were awfully nice to Austin ; they are the 
most amiable ship in the world ; and after lunch 
we had a paper handed round on which we were 
to guess, and sign our guess, of the number of 
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1894 leaves on the pine-apple ; I never saw this game 
March before, but it seems it is much practised in the 
Queen's Navee. When all have betted, one -of the 
party begins to strip the pine-apple head, and the 
person whose guess is furthest out has to pay for 
the sherry. My equanimity was disturbed by 
shouts of The American Commodore , and I found 
that Austin had entered and lost about a bottle of 
sherry! He turned with great composure and 
addressed me. ‘ I am afraid I must look to you, 
Uncle Louis.* The Sunday School racket is only 
an experiment which I took up at the request of 
the late American Land Commissioner; I am 
trying it for a month, and if I do as ill as I 
believe, and the boys find it only half as tedious 
as I do, I think it will end in a month. I have 
carte blanche , and say what I like ; but does any 
single soul understand me ? 

Fanny is on the whole very much better. 
Lloyd has been under the weather, and goes for a 
month to the South Island of New Zealand for 
some skating, save the mark ! I get all the skat- 
ing I want among officials. 

Dear Colvin, please remember that my life 
passes among my 4 blacks or chocolates.’ If I 
were to do as you propose, in a bit of a tiff, it 
would cut you off entirely from my life. 1 You 

1 In reply to a petition, not meant to be so seriously taken, 
that his letters should not be so entirely taken up as some of the 
past winter had been with native affairs, of relatively little meaning 
or interest to his correspondent. 
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must try to exercise a trifle of imagination, and 
put yourself, perhaps wit h an extort, into some sort 
of sympathy with these people, or how am I to 
write to you? I think you are tru : y a little too 
Cockney with me.- -Ever yours, 

Robert Lour; Stevenson. 


1894 

March 
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Vailima , May 18 th, 1894. 

ig 94 My dear Colvin, — Your proposals for the 
May Edinburgh edition are entirely to my mind. About 
the Amateur Emigrant , it shall go to you by this 
mail well slashed. If you like to slash some more 
on your own account, I give you permission. ’Tis 
not a great work ; but since it goes to make up 
the two first volumes as proposed, I presume it 
has not been written in vain. 1 — Miscellanies . I see 
with some alarm the proposal to print Juvenilia ; 
does it not seem to you taking myself a little too 
much as Grandfather William ? I am certainly not 
so young as I once was — a lady took occasion to 
remind me of the fact no later agone than last 
night. ‘ Why don’t you leave that to the young 
men, Mr. Stevenson ? ' said she — but when I re- 
member that I felt indignant at even John Ruskin 
when he did something of the kind I really feel 
myself blush from head to heel. If you want to 
make up the first volume, there are a good many 
works which I took the trouble to prepare for 

1 The suppressed first part of the Amateur Emigrant , written 
in San Francisco in 1879, which it was proposed now to condense 
and to some extent recast for the Edinburgh Edition. 
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publication and which have never been repub- 1894 
lished. In addition to Roads and Danchtg Ckil- M| y 
dren t feferred to by you, there is an Autumn effect 
in the Portfolio , and a paper on Fontainebleau — 

Forest Notes is the name of it — in ComhilL I 
have no objection to anv of these being edited, 
say with a scythe, and reproduced. But I heartily 
abominate and reject the idea of reprinting the 
Pent land Rising \ For God's sake let me get 
buried first. 

Tales and Fantasies . Vols. I. and II. have my 
hearty approval. But I think ill. and iv. had 
better be crammed into one as you suggest. I 
will reprint none of the stories mentioned. They 
are below the mark. Well, I dare s?y the beastly 
Body-Snatcher has merit, and 1 am unjust to it 
from my recollections of the Pall Mall. But the 
other two won’t do. For vols. v. and VI., now 
changed into IV. and V., 1 propose the common 
title of South Sea Yarns . There ! These are all 
my differences of opinion. I agree with every 
detail of your arrangement, and, as you see, my 
objections have turned principally on the question 
of hawking unripe fruit. 1 daresay it is all pretty 
green, but that is no reason for us to fill the 
barrow with trash. Think of having a new set of 
type cast, paper especially made, etc., in ordir to 
set up rubbish that is not fit for the Saturday 
Scotsman. It would be the climax of shame. 

I am sending you a lot of verses, which had 
best, I think, be called Underwoods Book III., but 
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1894 in what order are they to go ? Also, I am going 
on every day a little, till I get sick of it, with the 
attempt to get the Emigrant compressed into life ; 
I know I can — or you can after me — do it. It is 
only a question of time and prayer and ink, and 
should leave something, no, not good, but not all 
bad — a very genuine appreciation of these folks. 
You are to remember besides there is that paper 
of mine on Bunyan in The Magazine of Art \ O, 
and then there’s another thing in Seeley called 
some spewsome name, I cannot recall it. 

Well — come, here goes for Juvenilia. Dancing 
Infants , Roads , An Autumn Effect, Forest Notes 
(but this should come at the end of them, as it ’s 
really rather riper), the t’other thing from Seeley , 
and I ’ll tell you, you may put in my letter to the 
Church of Scotland — it ’s not written amiss, and I 
daresay the Philosophy of Umbrellas might go in, 
but there I stick — and remember that was a col- 
laboration with James Walter Ferrier. O, and 
there was a little skit called the Charity Bazaar, 
which you might see ; I don’t think it would do. 
Now, I do not think there are two other words 
that should be printed. — By the way, there is an 
article of mine called The Day after To-morrow 
in the Contemporary which you might find room 
for s6mewhere ; it is no’ bad. 

Very busy with all these affairs and some 
native ones also. 



XL 


Vai lima y June I Sfu, 94. 

My DEAR Colvin, — You are to please under- 1894 
stand that my last letter is withdrawn uncondition- J unc 
ally. You and Baxter are having all the trouble 
of this Edition, and I simply put myseK ; n your 
hands for you to do what you like with me, and 
I am sure that will be the best, at any rate. 

Hence you are to conceive me withdrawing all 
objections to your printing anything you please. 

After all, it is a sort of family affair. About the 
Miscellany Section, both plans seem to me quite 
good. Toss up. I think the Old Gardener has 
to stay where I put him last. It would not do to 
separate John and Robert. 

In short, I am only sorry I ever uttered a word 
about the edition, and leave you to be the judge. 

I have had a vile cold which has prostrated me 
for more than a fortnight, and even now tears me 
nightly with spasmodic coughs ; but it has been a 
great victory. I have never borne a cold with so 
little hurt ; wait till the clouds blow by, before 
you begin to boast ! I have had no fever ; and 
though I Ve been very unhappy, it is nigh over, I 
think. Of course, St. Ives has paid the penalty. 
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1894 I must not let you be disappointed in St. I. It 
is a mere tissue of adventures ; the central figure 
not very well or very sharply drawn ; no ’philo- 
sophy, no destiny, to it ; some of the happenings 
very good in themselves, I believe, but none of 
them bildende , none of them constructive, except 
in so far perhaps as they make up a kind of sham 
picture of the time, all in italics and all out of 
drawing. Here and there, I think, it is well 
written ; and here and there it *s not Some of 
the episodic characters are amusing, I do believe ; 
others not, 1 suppose. However, they are the 
best of the thing such as it is. If it has a merit 
to it, I should say it was a sort of deliberation 
and swing to the style, which seems to me to suit 
the mail-coaches and post-chaises with which it 
sounds all through. Tis my most prosaic 
book. 

I called on the two German ships now in port, 
and we are quite friendly with them, and intensely 
friendly of course with our own Curafoas. But it 
is other guess work on the beach. Some one has 
employed, or subsidised, one of the local editors 
to attack me once a week. He is pretty scurrilous 
and pretty false. The first effect of the perusal 
of the weekly Beast is to make me angry ; the 
second is a kind of deep, golden content and 
glory, when I seem to say to people : ‘ See ! this 
is my position — I am a plain man dwelling in the 
bush in a house, and behold they have to get up 
this kind of truck against me — and I have so 
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much influence that they are obliged to write a 1894 
weekly article te say i have none.’ J Qne 

By this time you must have seen Lysaght and 
forgiven me the letter that came not at all. He 
was really so nice a fei’aw- — he had so much to 
tell me of Meredith — and tne time was so short — 
that 1 gave up the intervening days between mails 
entirely to entertain him. 

We go on pretty nicely. Fanny, Belle, and I 
have had two months alone, and it has been very 
pleasant But by to-morrow or next day noon, 
we shall see the whole clan assembled ag,*in about 
Vailima table, which will be pleasant too ; seven 
persons in all, and the Babel of voices will be 
heard again in the big hall so long empty and 
silent Good-bye. Love to all. Time to close. 
-—Yours ever, R. L. S. 



XLI 

July, 1894. 

1894 My DEAR Colvin, — I have to thank you this 
J ul y time for a very good letter, and will announce for 
the future, though I cannot now begin to put in 
practice, good intentions for our correspondence. 
I will try to return to the old system and write 
from time to time during the month ; but truly 
you did not much encourage me to continue ! 
However, that is all by-past. I do not know that 
there is much in your letter that calls for answer. 
Your questions about St. Ives were practically 
answered in my last ; so were your wails about 
the edition, Amateur Emigrant , etc. By the end 
of the year St. /. will be practically finished, 
whatever it be worth, and that I know not When 
shall I receive proofs of the Magnum Ojus? or 
shall I receive them at all ? 

The return of the Amanuensis feebly lightens 
my heart. You can see the heavy weather I was 
making of it with my unaided pen. The last 
month has been particularly cheery largely owing 
to the presence of our good friends the Curaqoas. 
She is really a model ship, charming officers and 
charming seamen. They gave a ball last month, 
which was very rackety and joyous and naval. . . . 

386 
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On the following day, about one o’clock, three 1894 
horsemen might have oeen observed approach- July 
ing Vailima, who gradually resolved themselves 
into fwo petty officers and a native guide. 
Drawing himself up and saluting, the spokesman 
(a corporal of Marines) addressed me thus. ' Me 
and my shipmates inwites Mr. and Mrs. Stevens, 

Mrs. Strong, Mr Austin, and Mr. Balfour to a ball 
to be given to-night in the seif-same ’all.* It was 
of course impossible to refuse, though I contented 
myself with putting in a very brief appearance. 

One glance was sufficient ; the ball went }flf like 
a rocket from the start. I had only time to watch 
Belle careering around with a gallant bluejacket 
of exactly her own height — the standard of the 
British navy — an excellent dancer and conspicu- 
ously full of small-talk — and to hear a remark 
from a beach-comber, ‘ It 's a nice sight this some 
way, to see the officers dancing like this with the 
men, but I tell you, sir, these are the men that Ml 
fight together ! 1 

I tell you, Colvin, the acquaintance of the men 
— and boys — makes me feel patriotic. Eeles in 
particular is a man whom I respect. I am half in 
a mind to give him a letter of introduction to you 
when he goes home. In case you feel inclined to 
make a little of him, give him a dinner, ask Henry 
James to come to meet him, etc.— you might let 
me know. I don’t know that he would show his 
best, but he is a remarkably fine fellow, in every 
department of life. 

V 
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1894 We have other visitors in port A Count 

July Festetics de Solna, an Austrian officer, a very 

pleasant, simple, boyish creature, with his young 
wife, daughter of an American millionaire*; he is 
a friend of our own Captain Wurmbrand, and it 
is a great pity Wurmbrand is away. 

Glad you saw and liked Lysaght. He has left 
in our house a most cheerful and pleasing memory, 
as a good, pleasant, brisk fellow with good health 
and brains, and who enjoys himself and makes 
other people happy. I am glad he gave you a 
good report of our surroundings and way of life ; 
but I knew he would, for I believe he had a glorious 
time — and gave one. 1 

I am on fair terms with the two Treaty officials, 
though all such intimacies are precarious ; with the 
consuls, I need not say, my position is deplorable. 

1 Mr. S. R. Lysaght, author of The Marplot , etc. I may 
be allowed to quote the following sentences from a letter of this 
gentleman written when the news of our friend’s death reached 
England : — ‘ So great was his power of winning love that though I 
knew him for less than a week I could have borne the loss of m&ny 
a more intimate friend with less sorrow than Stevenson’s. When I 
saw him, last Easter, there was no suggestion of failure of strength. 
After all^ I had heard of his delicacy I was astonished at his 
vigour. He was up at five, and at work soon after, and at eleven 
o’clock at night he was dancing on the floor of the big room while 
I played Scotch and Irish reels on the rickety piano. He would 
talk to me for hours of home and old friends, but with a wonderful 
cheerfulness, knowing himself banished from them for life and yet 
brought close to them by love. I confidently counted on his 
living ; he took keen interest in my own poor work, and it was 
one of my ambitions to send him a book some day which would 
better deserve his attention.’ 
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The President ^Kerr Emil Schmidt) is a rather 1894 
dreamy man, whom I like. Llo>d, Graham and I 
go to breakfast with him to-morrow ; the next day 
the whble party of us lunch on the Cura^oa and 
go in the evening to a Bit rabcncf at Or. Funk's. We 
are getting up a paper-chase for the following week 
with some of the young German clerks, and have in 
view a sort of child's party for grown-up persons 
with kissing games, etc., here at Vailima. Such is 
the gay scene in which we move. Now I have done 
something, though not as much as I wanted, to 
give you an idea of how we are getting or» and I 
am keenly conscious that there are other letters to 
do before the mail goes. — Yours ever, 

R. L. Stevenson 



XLII 

Aug . Jtk. 

1894 My dear Colvin, — This is to inform you, sir, 

Aug. that on Sunday last (and this is Tuesday) I 
attained my ideal here, and we had a paper chase 
in Vailele Plantation, about 15 miles, I take it, 
from us ; and it was all that could be wished. It 
is really better fun than following the hounds, 
since you have to be your own hound, and a 
precious bad hound I was, following every false 
scent on the whole course to the bitter end ; but 
I came in 3rd at the last on my little Jack, who 
stuck to it gallantly, and awoke the praises of 
some discriminating persons. (5 + 7 4* 2£ = 14J 
miles ; yes, that is the count.) We had quite the 
old sensations of exhilaration, discovery, an appeal 
to a savage instinct ; and I felt myself about 17 
again, a pleasant experience. However, it was on 
the Sabbath Day, and I am now a pariah among 
the English, as if I needed any increment of un- 
popularity. I must not go again ; it gives so 
much unnecessary tribulation to poor people, and, 
sure, we don't want to make tribulation. I have 
been forbidden to work, and have been instead 
doing my two or three hours in the plantation 
every morning. I only wish somebody would 
pay me jfioa day for taking care of cacao, and I 

840 
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could leave literature to other*. Certainly, if I 1S94 
have plenty of exercise, and no work, I feel much 
better but there Is Biles the butcher ! him we 
have always with us. 

I do not much like novels, I begin to think, but 
I am enjoying exceedingly Grme’s History of 
Hindustan , a lovely book in its way, in large 
quarto, with a quantity of maps, and written in 
a very lively and solid eighteenth century way, 
never picturesque except by accident and from a 
kind of conviction, and a fine sense of order No 
historian I have ever read is so minute ; yet he 
never gives you a word about the people; his 
interest is entirely limited in the concatenation of 
events, into which he goes with a lucid, almost 
superhuman, and wholly ghostly gusto. ‘ By the 
ghost of a mathematician * the book might be 
announced. A very brave, honest book. 

Your letter to hand. 

Fact is, I don’t like the picter. 1 O, it 's a good 
picture, but if you ask me, you know I believe, 
stoutly believe, that mankind, including you, are 
going mad, I am not in the midst with the other 
frenzy dancers, so I don’t catch it wholly; and when 
you show me a thing — and ask me, don’t you know 
— Well, well ! Glad to get so good an account of 
the Amateur Emigrant Talking of which, I am 
strong for making a volume out of selections from 
the South Sea letters ; I read over again the King 

1 A proposed frontispiece for one of the volumes of the Edin* 
burgh Edition. 
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1894 of Apemama, and it is good in spite of your teeth, 
Au K* and a real curiosity, a thing that can never be 
seen again, and the group is annexed and Tern- 
binoka dead. I wonder, couldn't you send out to 
me the first five Butaritari letters and the Low 
Archipelago ones (both of which I have lost or 
mislaid) and I can chop out a perfectly fair volume 
of what I wish to be preserved. It can keep for 
the last of the series. 

Travels and Excursions , vol. II. Should it not 
include a paper on S. F. from the Mag. of Art? 
The A. E., the New Pacific capital, the Old ditto. 
Silver. Squat . This would give all my works on 
the States ; and though it ain’t very good, it's not 
so very bad. Travels and Excursions , vol. III., to 
be these resuscitated letters — Miscellanies , vol. II. 
— comme vous voudrez , chcr monsieur ! 

Monday, Aug. 13 th. 

I have a sudden call to go up the coast and 
must hurry up with m^ information. There has 
suddenly come to our nc*/al commanders the need 
of action, they ; re away up the coast bombarding 
the Atua rebels. All morning on Saturday the 
sound of the bombardment of Lotuanu'u kept us 
uneasy. To-day again the big guns have been 
sounding further along the coast. 

To-morrow morning early I am off up the coast 
myself. Therefore you must allow me to break 
off here without further ceremony. — Yours ever, 
Robert Louis Stevenson. 



xLin 


Vailima % 1894. 

MV DEAR COLVIN, — This must be a very measly 1894 
letter. I have been trving hard to get along with Sept. 
St. Ives . I should now lay it a.dde for a year and 
I daresay I should make something of it after all. 
Instead of that, I have to kick against the pricks, 
and break myself, and spoil the book, if there 
were anything to spoil, which I am far from say- 
ing. I ’m as sick of the thing as ever any one can 
be ; it ’s a rudderless hulk ; it 's a pagoda, and you 
can just feel — or I can feel — that it might have 
been a pleasant story, if it had been only blessed 
at baptism. 

Our politics have gone on fairly well, but the 
result is still doubtful. 


Sept. loth. 

I know I have something else to say to you, 
but unfortunately I awoke this morning with 
collywobbles, and had to take a small dose of 
laudanum with the usual consequences of dry 
throat, intoxicated legs, partial madness and total 
imbecility ; and for the life of me I cannot re- 
member what it is. I have likewise mislaid your 
letter amongst the accumulations on my table, 
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1894 not that there was anything in it. Altogether I 

Se P t - am in a poor state. I forgot to tell Baxter that 
the dummy had turned up and is a fine, per- 
sonable-looking volume and very good reading. 
Please communicate this to him. 

I have just remembered an incident that I really 
must not let pass. You have heard a great deal 
more than you wanted about our political prisoners. 
Well, one day, about a fortnight ago, the last of 
them was set free — Old Poe, whom I think I must 
have mentioned to you, the father-in-law of my 
cook, was one that I had had a great deal of 
trouble with. I had taken the doctor to see him, 
got him out on sick leave, and when he was put 
back again gave bail for him. I must not forget 
that my wife ran away with him out of the prison 
on the doctor’s orders and with the complicity of 
our friend the gaoler, who really and truly got the 
sack for the exploit As soon as he was finally 
liberated, Poe called a meeting of his fellow- 
prisoners. All Sunday they were debating what 
they were to do, and on Monday morning I got 
an obscure hint from Talolo that I must expect 
visitors during the day who were coming to con- 
sult me. These consultations I am now very well 
used to, and seeing first, that I generally don’t 
kno>V what to advise, and second that they some- 
times don’t take my advice — though in some 
notable cases they have taken it, generally to 
my own wonder with pretty good results — I am 
not very fond of these calls. They minister to 
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a sense of dignity, hiu not peace of mind, and 1894 
consume interminable time always in the morning Se P u 
too, when I can’t afford it. However, this was to 
be a new sort of consultation. «Jp came Poe and 
some eight other chiefs, squatted in a big circle 
around the old dining-room floor, now the smok- 
ing-room. And the family, being represented by 
Lloyd, Graham, Belle, Austin and myself, pro- 
ceeded to exchange the necessary courtesies. 

Then their talking man began. He said that 
they had been In prison, that I had alwp'^s taken 
an interest in them, that they had now been 
set at liberty without condition, whereas some of 
the other chiefs who had been liberated before 
them were still under bond to work upon the roads, 
and that this had set them considering what they 
might do to testify their gratitude. They had 
therefore agreed to work upon my road as a free 
gift. They went on to explain that it was only 
to be on my road, on the branch that joins my 
house with the public way. 

Now I was very much gratified at this com- 
pliment, although (to one used to natives) it 
seemed rather a hollow one. It meant only that 
I should have to lay out a good deal of money 
on tools and food and to give wages under the 
guise of presents to some workmen who* were 
most of them old and in ill-health. Conceive how 
much I was surprised and touched when I heard 
the whole scheme explained to me. They were 
to return to their provinces, and collect their 
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1894 families ; some of the young men were to live in 

Sept. Apia with a boat, and ply up and down the coast 

to A’ana and A’tua (our own Tuamasaga being 
quite drained of resources) in order to supply the 
working squad with food. Tools they did ask for, 
but it was especially mentioned that I was to make 
no presents. In short, the whole of this little 4 pre- 
sentation * to me had been planned with a good 
deal more consideration than goes usually with a 
native campaign. 

(I sat on the opposite side of the circle to the talking 
man. His face was quite calm and high-bred as he 
went through the usual Samoan expressions of polite- 
ness and compliment, but when he came on to the 
object of their visit, on their love and gratitude to 
Tusitala, how his name was always in their prayers, and 
his goodness to them when they had no other friend, 
was their most cherished memory, he warmed up to 
real, burning, genuine feeling. I had never seen the 
Samoan mask of reserve laid aside before, and it touched 
me more than anything else, a.m.) 

This morning as ever was, bright and early 
up came the whole gang of them, a lot of sturdy, 
common-looking lads they seemed to be for the 
most part, and fell to on my new road. Old Poe 
was in the highest of good spirits, and looked 
better in health than he has done any time in two 
years, being positively rejuvenated by the success 
of his scheme. He jested as he served out the 
new tools, and I am sorry to say damned the 
Government up hill and down dale, probably with 
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a view to show off Ills position as a friend of the 1894 
family before his work-boys. Now, whether or 
not their impulse will last them through the road 
does not matter to me one hair. T t is the fact 
that they have attempted it, that they have volun- 
teered and are now really trying to execute a 
thing that was never before heard of in Samoa. 

Think of it! It is road-making — the most fruit- 
ful cause (after taxes'* of all rebellions in Samoa, 
a thing to which they could not be wiled with 
money nor driven by punishment. It ’oes give 
me a sense of having done something in Samoa 
after all. 

Now there ’s one long story for ycu about 4 my 
blacks.’ — Yours ever. 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 



1894 

Oct. 
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Vailima, Samoa „ 

Oct. 6th, 1894. 

My DEAR Colvin, — We have had quite an 
interesting month and mostly in consideration of 
that road which I think I told you was about to 
be made. It was made without a hitch, though I 
confess I was considerably surprised. When they 
got through, I wrote a speech to them, sent it 
down to a Missionary to be translated, and invited 
the lot to a feast. I thought a good deal of this 
feast. The occasion was really interesting. I 
wanted to pitch it in hot. And I wished to have 
as many influential witnesses present as possible. 
Well, as it drew towards the day I had nothing 
but refusals. Everybody supposed it was to be 
a political occasion, that I had made a hive of 
rebels up here, and was going to push for new 
hostilities. 

The Amanuensis has been ill, and after the 
above trial petered out. I must return to my own, 
lone Waverley. The captain refused, telling me 
why ; and at last I had to beat up for people 
almost with prayers. However, I got a good lot, 
as you will see by the accompanying newspaper 

348 
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report. The road contained this inscription, drawn 1894 
up by the chiefs themselves : ° cU 

‘The Road of Gratitude/ 

‘Considering the great love of Tusitala in his 
loving care of us in our distress in the prison, we 
have therefore prepared a splendid gift. It shall 
never be muddy, it shall endure for ever, this road 
that we have dug/ This the newspaper reporter 
could not give, not knowing any Samoan. The 
same reason explains his references to Seuman- 
utafa’s speech, which was not long and was 
important, for it was a speech of courtesy and 
forgiveness to his former enemies. It was very 
much applauded. Secondly, it was not Poe, it 
was Mataafa (don’t confuse with Mataafa) who 
spoke for the prisoners. Otherwise it is extremely 
correct. 

I beg your pardon for so much upon my abori- 
ginals. Even you must sympathise with me in 
this unheard-of compliment, and my having been 
able to deliver so severe a sermon with accept- 
ance. It remains a nice point of conscience what 
I should wish done in the matter. I think this 
‘ meeting, its immediate results, and the terms of 
what I said to them, desirable to be known. It 
will do a little justice to me, who have not had 
too much justice done me. At the same time, to 
send this report to the papers is truly an act of 
self-advertisement, and I dislike the thought 
Query, in a man who has been so much calum- 
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1894 niated, is that not justifiable? I do not know; 

O ct * be my judge. Mankind is too complicated for 
me; even myself. Do I wish to advertise? I 
think I do, God help me ! I have had hard times 
here, as every man must have who mixes up with 
public business ; and I bemoan myself, knowing 
that all I have done has been in the interest of 
peace and good government ; and having once 
delivered my mind, I would like it, I think, to be 
made public. But the other part of me regimbs} 

I know I am at a climacteric for all men who 
live by their wits, so I do not despair. But the 
truth is I am pretty nearly useless at literature, 
and I will ask you to spare St. Ives when it goes 
to you ; it is a sort of Count Robert of Paris. But 
I hope rather a Dombey and Son , to be succeeded 
by Our Mutual Friend and Great Expectations 
and A Tale of Two Cities. No toil has been 
spared over the ungrateful canvas ; and it will not 
come together, and I must live, and my family. 
Were it not for my health, which made it impos- 
sible, I could not find it in my heart to forgive 
myself that I did not stick to an honest, common- 
place trade when I was young, which might have 
now supported me during these ill years. But do 
not suppose me to be down in anything else ; 

1 It ceemed an obvious duty to publish the speech in question 
through the English press, as the best proof both of Stevenson*# 
wise and understanding methods of dealing with his native friend#, 
and of the affection and authority which he enjoyed among them. 
I have reprinted it, as a necessary supplement to this letter, in an 
appendix to the present volume. 
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only, for the nonce, my -kill deserts me, such as it 1894 
is, or was. It was a very little dose of inspiration, 0ct * 
and a pretty little trick of style, long lost, im- 
proved by the most heroic industry. So far, I 
have managed to please the journalists. But I 
am ? fictitious article and have long known it. 

I am read by journalists, by my fellow-novelists, 
and by boys ; with these, incipit et explicit my 
vogue. Good thing anyway ! for it seems to 
have sold the Edition. And I look forward con- 
fidently to an aftermath ; I do not think my 
health can be so hugely improved, without some 
subsequent improvement in my brains. Though, 
of course, there is the possibility that literature is 
a morbid secretion, and abhors health ! I do not 
think it is possible to have fewer illusions than I. 

I sometimes wish I had more. They are amusing. 

But I cannot take myself seriously as an artist ; 
the limitations are so obvious. I did take myself 
seriously as a workman of old, but my practice 
has fallen off. I am now an idler and cumberer 
of the ground ; it may be excused to me perhaps 
by twenty years of industry and ill-health, which 
have taken the cream off the milk. 

* As I was writing this last sentence, I heard the 
strident rain drawing near across the forest, and by 
the time I was come to the word ‘ cream ' it burst 
upon my roof, and has since redoubled, and roared 
upon it. A very welcome change. All smells of 
the good wet earth, sweetly, with a kind of High- 
land touch ; the crystal rods of the shower, as I 
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1894 look up, have drawn their criss-cross over every* 

0ct - thing ; and a gentle and very welcome coolness 
comes up around me in little draughts, blessed 
draughts, not chilling, only equalising the tem- 
perature. Now the rain is off in this spot, but I 
hear it roaring still in the nigh neighbourhood — 
and that moment, I was driven from the verandah 
by random rain drops, spitting at me through the 
Japanese blinds. These are not tears with which 
the page is spotted ! Now the windows stream, 
the roof reverberates. It is good ; it answers 
something which is in my heart ; I know not 
what ; old memories of the wet moorland belike. 

Well, it has blown by again, and I am in my 
place once more, with an accompaniment of per- 
petual dripping on the verandah — and very much 
inclined for a chat. The exact subject I do not 
know ! It will be bitter at least, and that is 
strange, for my attitude is essentially not bitter, 
but I have come into these days when a man sees 
above all the seamy side, and I have dwelt some 
time in a small place where he has an opportunity 
of reading little motives that he would miss in the 
great world, and indeed, to-day, I am almost 
ready to call the world an error. Because ? Be- 
cause I have not drugged myself with successful 
work, and there are all kinds of trifles buzzing in 
my ear, unfriendly trifles, from the least to the — 
well, to the pretty big. All these that touch me 
are Pretty Big ; and yet none touch me in the 
least, if rightly looked at, except the one eternal 
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burthen to go on making an income. If T could 
find a place where I could lie down and give up 
for (say) two years, and allow the sainted public 
to support me, if it were a lunatic asylum, wouldn't 
I go, just I But we can't have both extremes at 
once, worse luck l I should like to put my 
savings into a proprietariar. investment, and retire 
in the meanwhile into a communistic retreat, 
which is double-dealing. But you men with 
salaries don't know how a family weighs on a 
fellow's mind. 

I hear the article in next week’s Herald is to be 
a great affair, and all the officials who car.? to me 
tfce other day are to be attacked ! This is the 
unpleasant side of being (without a salary) in 
public life ; I will leave anyone to judge if my 
speech was well intended, and calculated to do 
good. It was even daring — 1 assure you one of 
the chiefs looked like a fiend at my description of 
Samoan warfare. Your warning was not needed ; 
we are all determined to keep the peace and to hold 
our peace . 1 know, my dear fellow, how remote 

all this sounds ! Kindly pardon your friend. I 
have my life to live here ; these interests are for 
•me immediate ; and if I do rot write of them, 1 
might as soon not write at all. There is the 
difficulty in a distant correspondence. It is per- 
haps easy for me to enter into and understand 
your interests ; I own it is difficult for you ; but 
you must just wade through them for friendship's 
sake, and try to find tolerable what is vital for 

z 
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1894 your friend. I cannot forbear challenging you to 

0ct * it, as to intellectual lists. It is the proof of in- 

telligence, the proof of not being a barbarian, to 
be able to enter into something outside of oneself, 
something that does not touch one's next neigh- 
bour in the city omnibus. 

Good-bye, my lord. May your race continue 
and you flourish. — Yours ever, TUSITAI.A. 



EPILOGUE 

The tenor of these last letters of Stevenson’s 
to me, and of others written to several of his 
friends at the same time, seemed to give just 
cause for anxiety. Indeed, as the reader will 
have perceived, a gradual change had during the 
past months been coming over the tone of his 
correspondence. It was not like him to be 
sensitive to a rough word in a friendly review, 
nor to recur with so much feeling to my unlucky 
complaint, quickly regretted and withdrawn, as 
to his absorption in native affairs and local 
interests. To judge by these letters, his old 
invincible spirit of inward cheerfulness w r as begin- 
ning to give way to moods of depression and over- 
strained feeling ; although to those about him, it 
seems, his charming habitual sweetness and gaiety 
pf temper were undiminished. Again, it was a new 
thing in his life that he should thus painfully feel 
the strain of literary work, at almost all other times 
his chief delight and pastime, and should express 
the longing to lay it down. His friend Mr. 
Charles Baxter and I at once telegraphed to him, 
as the success of the Edinburgh Edition enabled 
US to do, in terms intended to ease his tmnd and 
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to induce him to take the rest of which he seemed 
so urgently in need. It seems doubtful if our 
words were fully understood : it is more doubtful 
still if that ever-shaping mind had retained any 
capacity for rest, except, as he had himself fore- 
told, the rest of the grave. At any rate he took 
none, but on receipt of our message only turned 
to his old expedient, a change of labour. He 
gave up for a while the attempt to finish St. Ives ; 
a task as to which I may say that he had no 
occasion to write so despondingly, for as a tale of 
adventure, manners, and the road, which is all it 
was meant to be, it will be found a very spirited 
and entertaining piece, lacking, indeed, the de- 
nouement, and containing a chapter or two which 
the author would doubtless have cancelled or 
recast, but others which are in almost his happiest 
manner of invention and narrative. He gave 
this up, and turned to a more arduous theme, the 
tragic story of the Scottish moorlands, in which 
the varieties and the strength of border character 
were to be illustrated in the Four Brothers of 
Cauldstaneslap, and the Hanging Judge was to 
be called upon, like Brutus, to condemn his son, 
and the two Kirsties, younger and elder, were to 
embody one the wavering and the other the heroic 
soul of woman. 

On this theme, which had already been work- 
ing in his mind for some years, he felt his inspira- 
tion return, and laboured during the month of 
November and the first days of December at 
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the full pitch of liis poweis and in the conscious 
happiness of their exercise. About the same 
time various external circumstances occurred to 
give him pleasure. The incident of the road- 
making, as the reader has seen, Imd brought 
homo to him as nothing else could have done the 
sense of the love and gratitude he had w or from 
the island people and their chiefs, and of the 
power he was able to exercise on them for their 
good. Soon afterwards, the anniversaries of his 
own birthday and of the American thanksgiv- 
ing feast brought evidences hardly less v, elcomc, 
after so much contention and annoyance as the 
island affairs and politics had involved him in, of 
the honour and affection in which he was held by 
all that was best in the white community. By 
each succeeding mail came stronger proofs from 
home of the manner in which men of letters o 
the younger generation had come to regard him 
as their master, their literary conscience and 
example, and above all their friend. Deepest, 
perhaps, of all lay that pleasure of feeling himself 
to be working once more at his best. Of the 
• many and various gifts of tins brilliant spirit — 
adventurer, observer, humorist, moralist, essayist, 
poet, critic, and romancer — of all his many and 
various gifts, the master gift was assuredly the 
creative, the gift of human and historical imagina- 
tion. It was not in vain that his islanders called 
him Tusitala. Teller of tales he had been, first 
and foremost, from his childhood ; seer into the 
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hearts and fates of men and women he was 
growing to be more and more. The time was 
now ripe — had only the strength sufficed- — for his 
career as a creative writer to enter upon a new 
and ampler phase. The fragment on which he 
wrought during the last month of his life gives to 
my mind (as it did to his own) for the first time 
the full measure of his powers ; and if in the 
literature of romance there is to be found work 
more masterly, of more piercing human insight 
or more concentrated imaginative vision and 
beauty, I do not know it. 

But to enter on such a task under such con- 
ditions was of all his adventures the most 
adventurous. The Pacific climate had brought 
him, as we have seen, a renewal for some years 
of nervous energy and joy in living, but it may be 
doubted if that climate is ever truly and in the 
long run restorative to men of northern blood. 
At any rate it demands as a condition of health 
s6na.e measure of repose, and to repose he had, 
here as elsewhere, been a stranger. He entered 
upon his new labour, taxing alike to heart and 
mind, with all the fibres of his brain long strained, 
by unremitting toil in the tropic heats he loved. 
Readers will remember the gallant doctrine of his 
early* essay. ‘By all means begin your folio; 
even if the doctor does not give you a year, even 
if he hesitates about a month, make one brave 
push, and see what can be accomplished in a 
week. It is not only in finished undertakings 
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that we ought to honour useful labour. A spirit 
goes out of the man who means execution, which 
outlives the mos f untimely end/ hi a temper 
truly accordant with this doctrine he applied him- 
self to his new task, and before it was fully half 
accomplished the doom ^o long foreshadowed 
and so little feared had overtaken him ; he had 
died as he would have desired to die, and fallen 
smiling in the midst of the battle. That he was 
more or less distinctly aware of the imminence of 
the blow we may gather from the tenor of some 
of his letters written in these weeks. On die last 
day of his life, after a morning of happy work and 
pleasant correspondence, he was seen gazing long 
and wistfully at the mountain summit which he 
had chosen to be his burial-place. Towards the 
evening of the same day, he w r as talking gaily 
with his wife, and trying to reassure her under 
the sense of coming calamity which oppressed 
her, when the sudden rupture of a blood-vessel 
in the brain laid him, almost in a momentfun- 
conscious at her feet ; and before two hours 
were over he had passed away. To the English- 
• speaking world he has left behind a treasure 
which it would be vain as yet to attempt to 
estimate ; to the profession of letters one of the 
most ennobling and inspiring of examples*; and 
to his friends an image of the memory more 
vivid and more dear than are the presences of 
almost any of the living. 



APPENDIX 

Address to the Chiefs on the opening of the 
Road of Gratit 7 ide , Oct. 1 894. 

Mr. Stevenson said : ‘ We are met together to-day 
to celebrate an event and to do honour to certain chiefs, 
my friends, — I.elei, Mataafa, Salevao, Po&, Teleso, 
Tupuola, Lotofaga, Tupuola Amaile, Muliaiga, Ifopo, 
and Fatialofa. You are all aware in some degree of 
what has happened. You know these chiefs to have 
been prisoners ; you perhaps know that during the term 
of their confinement, I had it in my power to do them 
certain favours. One thing some of you cannot know, 
that they were immediately repaid by answering atten- 
tions. They were liberated by the new administration ; 
by the King, and the Chief Justice, and the Ta’its’ifono, 
who are here amongst us to-day, and to whom we all 
desire to tender our renewed and perpetual gratitude 4 
for that favour. As soon as they were free men — 
owing no man anything — instead of going home to 
their own places and families, they came to me ; they 
offered to do this work for me as a free gift, without 
hire, without supplies, and I was tempted at first to 
refuse their offer. I knew the country to be poor, I 
knew famine threatening ; I knew their families long 
disorganised for want of supervision. Yet I accepted, 

360 
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because I thougnt the lcssoi. of that r xtd might be more 
useful to Samoa than a thousand breadfruit trees ; and 
because to myself it was an exquisite pleasure to receive 
that which was so handsomely offered It is now done , 
you have trod it to-day in cooling hither. It has been 
made f or me by chiefs ; sorrm of them old, some sick, 
all newly delivered from a harassing confinement , and 
in spite of weather unusually hot and insalubrious. 1 
have seen these chiefs labour valiantly with their own 
hands upon the work, and I have set up over it, now 
that it is finished, the name of 4 The Road of Gratitude ’ 
(the road of loving hearts) and the names of tb se that 
built it. 4 In perpetuam inemoriarn/ we say and speak 
idly. At least so long as my own life shall be snared, 
it shall be here perpetuated ; partly for my pleasure and 
in my gratitude ; partly for other.; ; to continually 
publish the lesson of this road.’ 

Addressing himself to the chiefs, Mr. Stevenson then 
said : — 

4 1 will tell you, Chiefs, that, when I jaw you working 
on that road, my heart grew warm ; not with gratitude 
only, but with hope. It seemed to me that I read* the 
promise of something good for Samoa ; it scented to me, 
as 1 looked at you, that you were a company of warriors 
in a battle, fighting for the defence of our common 
‘country against all aggression. For there is a time to 
fight, and a time to dig. You Samoans may fight, you 
may conquer twenty times, and thirty times, and ajl will 
be in vain. There is but one way to defend Samoa. 
Hear it before it is too late. It is to make roads, and 
gardens, and care for your trees, and sell their produce 
wisely, and, in one word, to occupy and use your 
country. If you do not others will.’ 
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The speaker then referred to the parable of the 
‘Talents,* Matt. xxv. 14-30, and continuing, im- 
pressively asked : 4 What are you doing with your talent, 
Samoa? Your three talents, Savaii, Upolu, and 
Tutuila ? Have you buried it in a napkin ? Not Upolu 
at least. You have rather given it out to be trodden 
under feet of swine : and the swine cut down food trees 
and burn houses, according to the nature of swine, or 
of that much worse animal, foolish man, acting accord- 
ing to his folly. “Thou knewest that 1 reap where I 
sowed not, and gather where I have not strawed.” But 
God has both sown and strawed for you here in Samoa ; 
He has given you a rich soil, a splendid sur copious 
rain ; all is ready to your hand, half done. And I 
repeat to you that thing which is sure : if you do not 
occupy and use your country, others will. It will not 
continue to be yours or your childrens, if you occupy it 
for nothing. You and your children will in that case be 
cast out into outer darkness, where shall be weeping and 
gnashing of teeth ; for that is the law of God which 
passeth not away. I who speak to you have seen these 
things. I have seen them with my eyes — these judg- 
ments of God. I have seen them in Ireland, and I 
have seen them in the mountains of my own country — 
Scotland — -and my heart was sad. These were a fine 
people in the past — brave, gay, faithful, and very much * 
like Samoans, except in one particular, that they were 
much wiser and better at that business of fighting of 
which you think so much. But the time came to them 
as it now comes to you, and it did not find them ready. 
The messenger came into their villages and they did 
not know him ; they were told, as you are told, to use 
and occupy their country, and they would not hear. 
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And now you may go through grea* t racts of the land 
and scarce meet a man or a smoking house, and see 
nothing but sheep feeding The other people that 1 
tell you of have come upon them like a foe in the night, 
and these are the other peoples sheep who t;owse upon 
the foundation of their houses. Tl o come nearer ; and 
I have seen this judgment in Oahu also. 1 have ridden 
there the whole day along the coast of an island. Hour 
after hour went by and I saw the lace of no living man 
except that of the guide who rode with me. All along 
that desolate coast, in one bay after another, we saw, 
still standing, the churches that have been bu» 1+ by the 
Hawaiians of old. There must have been many 
hundreds, many thousands, dwelling theie in old times, 
and worshipping God in these now empty churches 
For to-day they were empty ; the doors were closed, the 
villages had disappeared, the people were dead and 
gone; only the church stood on like a tombstone over a 
grave, in the midst of the white men’s sugar fields. The 
other people had come and used that country, and the 
Hawaiians who occupied it for nothing had been swept 
away, “where is weeping and gnashing of teeth. ” m 
4 1 do not speak of this lightly, because 1 love Samoa 
and her people. I love the land, 1 have chosen it to 
be my home while I live, and my grave after I am dead ; 
find I love the people, and have chosen them to be my 
people to live and die with. And T see that the day is 
come now of the great battle ; of the great and the last 
opportunity by which it shall be decided, whether you 
are to pass away like these other races of which I have 
been speaking, or to stand fast and have your children 
living on and honouring your memory in the land you 
received of your fathers. 
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‘The Land Commission and the Chief Justice will 
soon have ended their labours. Much of your land will 
be restored to you, to do what you can with. Now is 
the time the messenger is come into your villages to 
summon you ; the man is come with the measuring rod ; 
the fire is lighted in which you shall be tried ; whether 
you are gold or dross. Now is the time for the true 
champions of Samoa to stand forth. And who is the 
true champion of Samoa? It is not the man who 
blackens his face, and cuts down trees, and kills pigs 
and wounded men. It is the man who makes roads, 
who plants food trees, who gathers harvests, and is a 
profitable servant before the Lord, using and improving 
that great talent that has been given him in trust. 
That is the brave soldier ; that is the true champion ; 
because all things in a country hang together like the 
links of the anchor cable, one by another : but the 
anchor itself is industry. 

4 There is a friend of most of us, who is far away ; not 
to be forgotten where 1 am, where Tupuola is, where 
Fob Lelei, Mataafa, Solevao, Fob Teleso, Tupuola 
Lotqfaga, Tupuolo Amaile, Muliaiga, Ifopo, Fatialofa, 
Lemusu are. He knew what I am telling you ; no man 
better. He saw the day was come when Samoa had to 
walk in a new path, and to be defended, not only with 
guns and blackened faces, and the noise of men 
shouting, but by digging and planting, reaping and 
sowipg. When he was still here amongst us, he busied 
himself planting cacao ; he was anxious and eager 
about agriculture and commerce, and spoke and wrote 
continually; so that when we turn our minds to the 
same matters, we may tell ourselves that we are still 
obeying Mataafa. Ua tautala mai pea o ia ua mamao. 
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I know that I do not spe^k to idle or foolish hearers, 
I speak to those who are m:>t too proud to work for 
gratitude. Chiefs ! You have worked /or Tusitala, 
and he thanks you from his heart. In this, I could 
wish you could be an example to all Samoa — I wish 
every chief in these islands woalu tu.n to, and work, 
and bu ’Id roads, and sow fields, rnd plant food trees, 
and educate his children and improve his talents — not 
for love of Tusitala, but for the love of his brothers, 
and his children, and the whole body of generations 
yet unborn. 

‘Chiefs! On this road that you have mack* many 
feet shall follow. The Romans were the bravest and 
greatest of people ! mighty men of their hands, glorious 
fighters and conquerors. To this day in Europe you 
may go through parts of the country where all is m;irsh 
and bush, and perhaps after struggling through a 
thicket, you shall come forth upon an ancient road, 
solid and useful as the day it was made. You shall sei 
men and women bearing their burdens along that even 
way, and you may tell yourself that it was built for them 
perhaps fifteen hundred years before, — perhaps before 
the coming of Christ, — by the Romans. AncT thf 
people still remember and bless them for that con- 
venience, and say to one another, that as the Romans 
•were the bravest men to fight, so they were the best at 
building roads. 

c Chiefs ! Our road is not built to last a thousand 
years, yet in a sense it is. When a road is once* built, 
it is a strange thing how it collects traffic, how every 
year as it goes on, more and more people are found to 
walk thereon, and others are raised up to repair and 
perpetuate it, and keep it alive ; so that perhaps even 
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this road of ours may, from reparation to reparation, 
continue to exist and be useful hundreds and hundreds 
of years after we are mingled in the dust. And it is 
my hope that our far-away descendants may remember 
and bless those who laboured for them to-day. ’ 
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THE RELIEF OF M PEEKING. By Fiuson Young. With 
N[aps and Illustrations. Crown evo 6.r. 

This book gives a spirited and vigoious account of the work accomplished by 
Mahon’s flying column and it relie r of Marking. It also relates the defeat of 
Colonel Villebois and his death. The book deals in .he main with episodes in 
the wnr which have not yet been described in an^ wo*k. 

WITH THE BOER FORCES, By Howard C. Hillegas. 
With 16 Illustrations. Crown %vc. 6s. 

This highly interesting book is a nariat.ve of theenisodes of the Boer war by a corre- 
spondent with the Boei army. Mr. Hillegas was present at many of the most 
exciting and most dramatic episodes of the war. He was with the force which 
attempted to relieve Cronje at Paardeberg, was nresent during a considerable 
part of the siege 01 Ladysmith, at the battle of Colenso, at the surprise of Sanna’s 
Post. His book, written with dramatic vigour, is a spirited description of the 
Loer methods, of their military stiength, ami contains vivid character sketches of 
most of the Boer leaders with whom Mr. Hillegas was on terms of fair’y intimate 
friendship. This b h. I 1 ugh written by one who symp; < ’ •-'s with the Boers, 

is permeated ! y .1 o'. c.’.i-.alry. and it contains little that can offend the most 

sensitive of E:: fc J's:i:-n , !i. Jt t: j'-w-, a flood cf light *»*i many of the episodes 
which havv.* been mysterious, and explains the secrets of the many successes which 
the Boers have won. 

History and Biography 

THE LETTERS OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY ANI) FRIENDS. Edited with an Introduction and 
Notes by Sidney Colvin. Fourth Edition. Two volumes . Crown 
87 jo. 1 2 s. 

This is a completely new edition of the famous Letters of Robert Louis Stevenson, 
published in 1399. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT* 
MILLAIS, President of the Royal Academy. Ily his son J. G. 
Millais. With over 300 IlhisHntions, of which 9 m-e in Photo- 
gravure. Cheaper Edition, Revised. 7wo volumes. Royal 8z >0. 
20 s. net. 

THE WALKERS OF SOUTHGATE : Being the Chronicles of 
a Cricketing Family. By W. A. Bkti esworth. Illustrated. Demy 

• 8? >0. 1 5*. 

A HISTORY OF EGYPT, from the Earliest Times to 
the Present Day. Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., 
LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at University College. Fully Illus- 
trated. In .Six Volumes. Crown 8 vo. 6s. each. * 

Vol. VI. Egypt under the Saracens. By Stanley Lanjj- 
Toole. ^ 

Illustrated and Gift Books 

THE LIVELY CITY OF LIGG. By Get.ett Burgess. With 
53 Illustrations, 8 of which are coloured. Small a,to. fir. 
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GOOP BABIES. By Gelett Burgess. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 4 to . 6s. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF ALFRED LORD TENNYSON. 
Edited, with Notes and an Introduction by J. Churton Collins, 
M. A. With 10 Illustrations in Photogravure by W. E. F. Britten. 
Demy Svo. 10 s. 6d. 

This beautiful edition contains ten charming sketches by Mr. Britten, reproduced in 
the highest style of Photogravure. 

NURSERY RHYMES. With many Coloured Pictures by 
F. D. Bedford. Super Royal Svo. is. 6d. 

‘ An excellent selection of the best known rhymes, with beautifully coloured pictures 
exquisitely printed.’ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Theology 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENGLAND. By 
Alfred Caldecott, D.D. Demy Svo. 10 s. 6d. 

[ Handbooks of Theology. 

A complete history and description of the various philosophies of religion which have 
been formulated during the last few centuries in England and America. 

ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND THIRD EPISTLES TO THE 
CORINTHIANS. With Introduction, Dissertations, and Notes by 
James Houghton Kennedy, D.D., Assistant Lecturer in Divinity 
in the University of Dublin. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. By F. S. Granger, M.A., 
Litt.D. Crown Svo. 6s. 

Professor Granger abandons the conventional method of psychology by which the 
individual is taken alone, and instead, he regards him as sharing in and contribut- 
ing to the catholic tradition. Hence the book deals not only with the average 
religious life, but also with the less familiar experiences of the mystic, the vision- 
ary ? and the symbolist. These experiences furnish a due to poetic creation in its 
various kinds, and further, to the miracles which occur during times of religious 
enthusiasm. 

©jforfc Commentaries 

THE ACT^ OF THE APOSTLES. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes, by R. B. Rack ham, M.A. Demy Svo. 

Ubc ftlbrarg of Devotion 

Pott Svo. €loth 2s . ; leather 2 s. 6d. net . 

NEW VOLUMES. « 

A GUIDE TO ETERNITY. By Cardinal Bona. Edited 
with an Introduction and Notes by J. W. Stanbridge, B.D., late 
Fellow of St. John’s College, Oxford. 

THE PSAlMS OF DAVID. With an Introduction and Notes 

• ' by B. W. Randolph, D.D., Principal of the Theological College, 

T Ely. 

A devotional and practical edition of the Prayer Book version of the Psalms. 

LYRA APOSTOLIC A. With an Introduction by Canon SCOTT 
Holland, and Notes by H. C. Beeching, M.A. 
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Belles Lettres 

JTbc “Citric <3u(?e0 

Pott 8 vo. Cloth , p. ; lePhe , 3 *. 6J. net. 

NEW VOLUMES. 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. By G. E. 1 rodtbeck. Illustrated 

by I ’. D. Bedford. 

SUSSEX. By F. C. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated by E. IE New. 

Xittle JBlofltapbies 

Fcap. S vo. Each Volume , doth. p. 6 J. ; leather , 4 s. net . 

Messrs. Methuen will publish shortly the first two volumes of a new 
scries bearing the above title. Each book will contain the biography of a 
character famous in. war, art, literature or science, and will be written by 
an acknowledged expert. The books will be charmingly produced and 
will be wc-li illustrated. They will make delightful gift books, 

THE LIFE OF DANTE ALIGHIERI. By Paget Toynbee. 
With 12 Illustrations. 

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. By E. L. Horsburgh, M.A., 
With Portraits and Illustrations. 


Zhc 'UHorhs of Sbahcspcarc 

New volume uniform with Professor Dowden’i 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by Edward Dowden, Litt.D. 

Demy Svo. 35 -. 6 d. 

K4NG LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig. Dewy 87 > 0 . 3L. 6 d. 


^IbetbueiTs StanbarD fttbrarp 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRITINGS. By Edward 
Gibbon. Edited, with an Introduction and Notes by G. Birkbeck 
Hill, LL.D. Crown 8vo. Gilt top. 6s. 

THE LETTERS OF LORD CHESTERFIELD TO HIS 
SON. Edited, with an Introduction and Notes by C. S. RACHEY and 
A. Calthrop. Two volumes. Crown 8vo. Gilt top . 6s. each . 
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ttbe morels ot Charles iDlcftens 

With Introductions by George Gissing, Notes by F. G. Kitton, 
and Illustrations. 

Crown 8 vo. Each Volume , cloth 3s. net, leather 4$. 6d. net. 

The first volumes are : 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With Illustrations by E. H. New. 
Two Volumes. [Ready 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With Illustrations by R. J. Williams. 

Two Volumes. [Ready. 

BLEAK HOUSE. With Illustrations by Beatrice Alcock. Two 

Volumes. 

OLIVER TWIST. With Illustrations by E. II. New. One Volume. 

Cbe Xlttle Xlbrarg 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 

Pott 8vo. Each Volume , cloth is. 6 d. net. ; leather 2s. 6d. net. 
NEIV VOLUMES. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON. 
Edited by J. C. Collins, M. A. 

MAUD. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited by Elizabeth 
Wordsworth. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH LYRICS. With Notes. 
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. By Jane Austen. Edited by 
E. V. Lucas. Two Volumes. 

PEN DENNIS. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
Three volumes. 

EOTHEN. By A. W. Kinglake. With an Introduction and 
Notes. 

LAVENGRO. By George Borrow. Edited by F. Hindes 
Groome. 2 Volumes. 

CRANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskei.l. Edited by E. V. LUCAS. 

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Translated by H. F. Cary. 
Edited by Paget Toynbee. 

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. By Mrs. Craik. Edited 
by Annie Matheson. Two volumes . 

A LITTLE BOOK OF SCOTTISH VERSE. Arranged and 
Edited by T. F. Henderson. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE. Arranged and 
Edited by Mrs. P. A. Barnett. 
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WRIT IN BARRACKS. By Edgar Wali \ce. 0.8 vo. y 6J. 

EdgarWallacc, :\ nit un**i o. the R 'y«d Army Med il.i 1 Corps, is ,i folluwci of 
f/-. Kipling, and his b 'lads o* oldier hfe and ufTeritr's are well-known in South 
Africa. They are spirited, pathetic, and true, and at *ht present time they shou’ t 
enjoy a considerable popularity 

TPIE RUBAIYAT OP OM\R KHAYYAM. Translutccl by 
Edward FitzGerald, with a Con. men'. try by 11. M. Latson, ami 
a Biography of Omar by E. I). Ross. 6s. 

This edition of the famous bo«.k, the text of which is punted by penvhsion of Messrs. 
Macmillan, is the most complete in existence. It corn. .in-. Fit/( ierald’s l.w text, 
and a very full commentary on each stanza. Professor Ko^s, who is an admirable 
Persian scholar, contributes a hio ’tapliy, containing many new, valuable, and 
interesting facts. 


Scientific and Educational 

THE CAPTIVl OF PLAUTUS. Edited, with .m Intioduction, 
Textual Notes, and a Cominenuuy, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College, Ox lord. IKmy 8ro. io. 1 -. (»t. net. 

1* or this tdition all the important mss. have been je- .oPnted, An appendix deals 
with the accentual element in early Latin \ersc. 1 he Tommentar^ is very full. 


THE CONSTRUCTION OF EARC.Fi INDUCTION COILS. 
15y A. T, Harp, M.A. With numerous Diagrams. IKwy$?> 0 . 6 n 

THE SCIENCE OF HYGIENE. By \Y. C. C. Bakes, Guy’s 

Hospital. With many iilusltaliohs. J^emy 8vo. 15 '. 

THE PRINCIPLES OF MAGNETISM AND ELEC- 
TRICITY: An Ei.kmen i ary Tex i- Book. By P. L. Gray, It. Sc., 
fonneily lyrlmeron Physics in Mason University College, Birming- 
ham. With numerous diagrams. Crown 87 'd. Jr. 6(4 


LACEMAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, PAST AND 
PRESENT. By C. C. Cjjannp.r and M. K. Robel i With 16 
full-page Illustrations. Crown 8ro. 2v. 6 

•AGRICULTURAL ZOOLOGY. By Ur. J. Rit/ems Bos. 
Translated l>y j. K. Ain’sWmRIH Davis, M.A. With an Introduc- 
tion by Leeam k A. Ormerod, J.L.S. With 155 Illustrations. 

Crown 8i'o. j s. CJ. 

A SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. By ifr.NRY Hill, 
"b.A., Assistant Master at Worcester School, Cape Colony. Crown 
87 v>. 31. 6 b 

This book has been specially written for use in South Afocan schools. 

A TERM AN COMMERCIAL READER. By S. Bally, M.A. 
Crawl too. &•. [Methuen's Com men, at Senes. 
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Fiction 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. By Marie Corelli. Crown 
8 vo. 6s. 

QUISANTE. By Anthony Hope. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A MASTER OF CRAFT. By W. W. Jacobs, Author of 
‘Many Cargoes.’ With 12 Illustrations by W. Owen. Crown 
%vo. 6s. 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. By Lucas Malet, Author 
t The Wages of Sin.’ Crown 8 vo. 6r. 

CUNNING MURRELL. By Arthur Morrison, Author of 
‘ A Child of the Jago,’ etc. Crown Sz >o. 6?. 

FOR BRITAIN’S SOLDIERS : Stories for the War Fund. By 
Rudyard Kipling and Others. Edited by C. J. Cutcliffh 
IIyne. Crown Svo. 6s. 

A volume of stones, the proceeds of which will he Riven to the War Fund. 
Among the contributor are : -Rudyard Kipling, Sir \V. Besant, S. R. Crockett, 
A. K. \V. Mason, Max Pemberton, H. G. Wells, C. J. C. Hyne, Mrs. Croket. 

THE FOOTSTEPS OF A THRONE. By Max Pemberton. 

Crown &vo. 6s. 

SONS OF THE MORNING. By Eden Phillpotts, Author 
of ‘ The Children of the Mist.’ With a frontispiece. Crown Sz >o. 6j. 

THE SOFT SIDE. By Henry James, Author of 1 What Maisie 
Knew.’ Crown 8n?. 6.v. 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. By Robert II iciiens, Author 
of * Flames.’ Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. By Dorothea Gerard, 
Authoi of ‘ Lady Baby.’ C/own Sz'o. 0 s. 

WOUNDS IN THE RAIN : A Collection of Stories relating 
to the Spanish American War of 1898. By Stephen Crank, 
Author of ‘The Ked Badge of Courage. 1 Crown 8 vo. 6 s. 

WINEFRKD. By S. Bvring Goui.d, Author of 1 Mehalah.’ 
With 8 Illustrations by Edgar Bundy. Crown S vo. 6s. 

THE STRONG ARM. By Robert Barr, Author of ‘The 
Gumie-'i. Tekla.’ Illustrated. Crozvn 8:v. 6 s. 


THE SEEN AND THE UNSEEN. By Richard Marsh. 
Author of ‘The Beetle. ’ 1 Marsels and Mysteries,’ etc. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 
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SERVANTS OF SIN. By J. Blounde:.i,E Burton, Author 
‘ The Clash of Ar.ns.’ Crovm 8vo. 6s. 

PATH AND GOAL. Ev ,iDA CAMBRIDGE. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

ELMJSLIE’S DRAG-NET. By E. H. Strain. Crown 8 vo 6s. 

A FOREST OFFICER. By Mrs. Penny CrownSvo. 6s. 

A story of jungle life in India. 

FITZJAMES. By Lilian Street. CrownZvo. $s.6d. 


Ube moveUst 

A monthly series of novels by popular authors at Sixpence. Each 
Number is as long a:> the average Six Shilling Novel. Numbers I. to 

XII. are now ready : — 

XIII. THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. Gjlbert Parker. 


XIV. A MAN OF MARK. 

XV. THE CARISSIMA. 

XVI. THE LADY’S WALK. 

XVII. DERRICK VAUGHAN. 


Anthony Hope. 

Lucas Malkt. 

Mrs. Oliphant. 

Edna Lyaix. 

[November. 


flbetbuen’s Sljpenns Xibrarg 

A New Senes of Copyright Books. 

m 

I. THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN. Maj. -General Baden Powell. 

II. THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEII. Do. 

f II. MY DANISH SWEETHEART. W. Clark Russell. 

IV. IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. S. Baring Gould. 

V. PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. B. M. Crokkr. • 

VI. BADEN-POWELL OF MAFEKING : a Biography. 

J. S. Fletcher. [November. 

VII. ROBERTS OF PRETORIA. J. S. Fletcher. 


A 2 


[ December. 



A CATALOGUE OF 

Messrs. Methuen’s 

PUBLICATIONS 


. Poetry 


Rudyard Kipling. BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS. By Rudyard Kipling. 
6&th Thousand . Crown 8 vo. 6s. 
Leather , 6s. net. 

1 Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, full 
of character. . . . Unmistakeable genius 
rings in every line.’ — Times. 

* The ballads teem with imagination, they 

palpitate with emotion, We read them 
with laughter and tears ; the metres thro!) 
in our pul^s, the cunningly ordered 
words tingle with life ; and if this be not 
poetry, what is V — Pall Mall Gazette 

Rudyard Kipling. THE SEVEN 
SEAS. By Rudyard Kipling. 
5 jth Thousand. Cr . 8 vo. Buckram , 
gilt top. 6s. Leather , 6s. net. 

* The Empire has found a singer ; it is no 

depreciation- of the songs to say that 
statesmen may have, one way or other, 
to take account of them,’ — Manchester 
Guardian. 

‘Animated through and through with in- 
dubitable genius —Daily Telegraph . 

‘Q.” POEMS AND BALLADS. By 
“Q." Crcnt'n 8 vo. y. 6 d. 


“Q. M GREEN BAYS : Verses am 
Parodies. By ,f Q.” Second Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 35 . 6 d. 

E. Mackay. A SONG OF THE SEA. 
By Eric Mackay, Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8 vo. 5 s. 

H. Ibsen. BRAND, A Drama by 
Henrik Ibsen. Translated by 
William Wilson. Third Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. y. 6d. 

A. D. Godley LYRA FRIVOLA. By 
A, D. Godley, M.A., Fellow of 
Magdalen College, Oxford. Third 
Edition . Pott 8 vo. zs. 6 d. 

1 Combines a pretty wit with remarldtbly 
neat versification. . . . Every one will 
wish there was more of it. ’ — Times . 

j A. D. Godley. VERSES TO ORDER, 
By A D. Godley. Crown 8vo. 

: 2 s „ 6 d. net, 

! ‘ A capital specimen of light academic 

poetry. ’ — St. James's Gazette « 

J. G. Cordery. THE ODYSSEY OF 
HOMER. A Translation by J. G. 

I Cordery. Crown 8 t > 0 . is 6 d. 
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Belles Lettres, Anthologies, etc. 


R. L. Stevenson. VMLIMA LET- ! 

TERS. By Robert Louis Steven- 
son. With an Etched Portrait by 
William Strang. Second Edition . 
Crown 800. Buckram . 6r. 

‘ A fascinating book.’ —Stand urn. 

* Unique in Literature .’ — Daily Chronicle. 

G. Wyndham. THE POEMS OF WIL- 
LIAM SHAKESPEARE.. Ended 
with an Introduction and Nou:s by 
George Wyndham, M.P. Demy 
8 vo. Buckram , gilt top. ior. 6 d. 

This edit! jn contains the * Venus,’ * Lucrece, 
and Sonnets, and is prefaced with an 
elaborate introduction^ over 140 pp. 

‘We have no hesitation in describing Mr. 
George Wyndhacn’s introduction as .1 
masterly piece of criticism, and all who 
love our Elizabethan literature will find a 
very garden of delight in it.’ — Spectator. 

’ W. E. Henley. ENGLISH LYRICS. 
Selected and Edited by W. E. 
Henley. Crown 8vo. Gilt top. 
3-t. 6d. 

* It is a body of choice and lovely poetry.’— 

Birmingham Gazette. 

Henley and Whibley. A BOOK OF 
ENGLISH PROSE. Collected by 
W. E. Henley and Charles 
Whibley. Crown Bvo. Buckram, 
gilt top. 6s. 

H. C. Beeching 1 . LYRA SACRA : An 
Anthology of Sacred Verse. Edited 
by H. C. Beeching, M.A. Crown 
8 vo. Buckram . 6s. 

4 A charming selection, which maintains a 
lofty standard of excellence.’ — Times. 

“Q.” THE GOLDEN POMP. A Pro- 
fession of English Lyrics. Arranged 
by A. T. Quiller Couch. Crown 
8 vo. Buckram. 6„r. 

W. B. Yeats. AN ANTHOLOGY OF j 
IRISH VERSE. Edited by W. B. j 
Yeats. Revised and Enlarged 1 
Edition. Ct'own 8 vo„ 31, 6 d. 

‘An attractive and catholic selection/ — J 
Times, 

G. W, Steevena MONOLOGUES OF 
THE DEAD. By G. W. Steevens 
Foolscap 8 vo. 31. 6d. 


W. M. Dixon. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. By W. M. Dixon, 
M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 2s. 6 d. 

‘ Much sound and well-expressed criticism. 
The bibliography is a boon.’— Speaker. 

W. A. Craigle. A PRIMER OF 
BURNS. By W. A. Ckaigie. 
Crown 8vo. 2 s. 6 d. 

‘A valuable addition to the literature of the 
poet.’ — Times. 

L. Magnus. A PRIMER OF WORDS- 
WORTH. By Laurie Magnus. 
Crown 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. 

‘A valuable contribution to Wordsworthian 
literature.' — Literature . 

Sterne. THE LIFE AND OPINIONS 
OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. By 
Lawrence Sterne. With an In- 
I troduction by Charles Whibley, 
and 3 Portrait. 2 vols. 7 s. 

Congreve. THE COMEDIES OF 
WILL 1 AM CONGREVE. With an 
Introduction by G. S. Street, and 
a Portrait. 2 vols. 7s, 

Morier. THE ADVENTURES OF 
HAJJI BABA OF ISPAHAN. By 
James Morier. With an Introduc- 
tion by E. G. Browne, M.A. and a 
Purtrait. 2 vols. 7s. • 

Walton. TPIE LIVES OF DONNE, 
WOTTON, HOOKBR, HERBERT 
AND SANDERSON. By Izaak 
Walton. With an Introduction by 
Vernon Blackburn, and a Por- 
trait. 3J. 6d„ 

Johnson. THE LIVES OF THE 
ENGLISH POETS. By Samuel 
Johnson, LL.D. With an Intro- 
duction by J. H. Millar, and a Por- 
trait. 3 vols. iqs. 6d. t 

Bums. THE POEMS OF ROBERT 
BURNS. Edited by Andrew Lang 
and W, A. Ckaigie With Portrait. 
Second Edition. Demy Bvo, gilt top. 

6 So 

‘Among editnns Jn one volume, this will 
take the place of authority,'— Times. 
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F. tangbridge. BALLADS OF THE 

BRAVE ; Poems of Chivalry, Enter- 
prise, Courage, and Constancy. 
Edited by Rev. F. Langbridge. 


Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 31. 6 d. 

School Edition, zs. 6 d. 

The book is full of splendid things. 
World . 


/Ifcetbuen’e Stanbarb %lbratv> 


Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI 
DANTE ALIGHIERI. The Italian 
Text edited by Paget Toynbee, 
M.A. Crown 8 vo. 6r. 

‘ A carefully-revised text, printed with 
beautiful clearness.’ — Glasgow Herald. 

Gibbon. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
By Edward Gibbon. A New Edi- 
tion, Edited with Notes, Appendices, 
and Maps, by J. B. Bury, LL.D,, 
Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin. 
In Seven Volumes. Demy 8 vo. Gilt 
top . 8 j. 6 d. each. Also Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 
each. 

‘ The time has certainly arrived for a new 
edition of Gibbon’s great work. . . . Pro- 
fessor Bury is the right man to under- 
take this task. His learning is amazing, 
both in extent and accuracy. The book 
is issued in a handy form, and at a 
moderate price, and it is admirably 
printed. Limes. 

‘ At last there is an adequate modern edition 
of Gibbon. . . . Tne best edition the 
nineteenth century could produce. — 
Manchester Guardian. 

‘ A great piece of editing.’ — Academy . 

' The greatest of English, perhaps of all, 

* historians has never been presented to 
the public in a more convenient and 
attractive form. No higher praise can 
be bestowedrupon Professor Bury than 
to say, as may be said with truth, that 
he is worthy of being ranked with Guizot 
and Milinan.’ — Daily News. 

C. G. Crump. THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF THOMAS ELL- 


WOOD. Edited by C. G. Crump, 
M.A. Crown 8 vo. 

This edition is the only one which contains 
the complete book as originally pub- 
lished. It contains a long Introduction 
and many Footnotes. 

‘ “ The History of Thomas Ellwood ’’ holds a 
high place among the masterpieces of 
autobiography, and we know few books 
that better deserve reprinting. More- 
over, Mr. C. G. Crump's new edition is 
accurate and convenient, and we com- 
mend it ungrudgingly to all those who 
love sound and vigorous English.’ 

— Daily Mail. 

Tennyson. THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON, 
Edited, with Notes and an Introduc- 
tion by J. Churton Collins, M.A. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

An elaborate edition of the celebrated 
volume which was published in its 
final and definitive form in 1853. This 
edition contains a long Introduction and 
copious Notes, textual and explanatory. 
It also contains in an Appendix all 
the Poems which Tennyson afterwards 
omitted. 

‘Mr. Collins is almost an ideal editor of 
Tennyson. His qualities as a critic are 
an exact and accurate scholarship, and 
a literary judgment, which has been 
trained and polished by the closest study 
of classics both ancient and modern. 
Mr. Collins’ introduction is a thoroughly 
sound and sane appreciation of the 
merits and demerits of Tennyson.' — 
Literature. 


Gbe TOotkB of Shakespeare 

General Editor, Edward Dowden, Litt. D. 


Messrs. Methuen have in preparation an Edition of Shakespeare in 
single Plays. Each play will be edited with a full Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 

The first volume is : 


HAMLET. Edited by Edward 
Dowden. Demy 8 vo. 3*. 6 d. 

* An admirable edition. ... A comely 


volume, admirably printed and produced, 
and containing all that a student of 
“ Hamlet " need require.’ — Speaker. 

1 Fully up to the level of recent scholarship, 
both English and German. — Academy. 
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Cbe iFiovels of Charles ©icftcne 

Crown Svo. Each Volume , f loth 3 j. • leather 41. 6<£ 

Messrs. Methuen have in preparation an edition of those novels of Charles 
Dickens which have now passed out vd copyright. Mr. George Gissing, 
whose critical study ot Dickens is both sympathetic and acute, has written an 
Introduction to each of the books, and a very attractive feature of this edition 
will be the illustrations of the old houses, inns, and buildings, which Dickens 
described, and which have now in many instances disappeared under the 
touch of modern civilisation. Another valuable r eature will be a series of 
topographical and general notes to er ch book by M r. F. G. Kitton. The books 
will be produced with the greatest care as to printing, paper and binding. 

The first volumes are : 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. Witn Illustrations by E. H. New. Two Volumes. 

1 As pleasant a copy as any one could desire. The. notes add much to the value of the 
edition, and Mr. New’s illustrations are also historical. The volumes promise well 
for the success of the edition.’ — Scotsman. 

Cbe little Xibrarg 

‘ The volumes are compact in size, printed on thin but od paper in clear type, 
prettily and at the same time strongly bound, and altogethej good to look upon and 
. handle.'— Outlook. 

Pott Svo. Each Volume, cloth Is. 6d. net , leather 2 s. 6d. net. 

Messrs. Methuen intend to produce a series of small books under the 
abeve title, containing some of the famous books in English and other 
literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles lettres. The series 
will also contain several volumes of selections in prose and verse. 

The books will be edited with the most sympathetic and scholarly care. 
Each one will contain an Introduction which will give (1) a short biography of 
the author, (2) a critical estimate of the book. Where they are necessary, 
short notes will be added at the foot of the page. * 

Each book will have a portrait or frontispiece in photogravure, and the 
volumes will he produced with great care in a style uniform with that of * The 
Library of Devotion.’ ® 

The first volumes are : 

VANITY FAIR. By W. M. Track- | IN MEMORIAM. By Alfred, Lord 
eray. With an Introduction by S. Tennyson. Edited, with an lntro- 
Qwynn. Illustrated by G. P. duction and Notes, by H. C. Beech- 
Jacomb Hood. Three Volumes. ing, M.A. 

•Delightful little volumes.’ Publishers' , An < , xquisite Iittle volumei which wi „ bc 
rrcu a . gladly welcomed.’ — Glasgow Herald. 

THE PRINCESS. By Alfred, Lord ‘The introduction, analysis, and notes by 
Tennyson. Edited by Elizabeth the Rev. H. C. Beeching are all of the 

Wordsworth. Illustrated by W. sound bt ? ra !7 < > u ®! it 3 r that was to be 

E. F. BRITTEN. expected. -Guardian. 

‘Just what a pocket edition should be. footnotes are scholarly, interesting, 

Miss Wordsworth contributes an accept- and not superabundant. -Standard. 
able introduction, as well as notes which ‘ It is difficult to conceive a more attractive 
one is equally glad to get .'—Guardian, edition.'— St. James's Gazette . 
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Zbe “tittle ©ulDes 

Pott 8vo, doth 31 . ; leather , 3 -f. 6 ^. 


OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. 
By J. Wells, M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of Wadham College. Illus- 
trated by E. II. New. Third Edition. 

‘ An admirable and accurate little treatise, 
attractively illustrated.’ — World. 

‘Aluminous and tasteful little volume.’ — 
Daily Chronicle. 

CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COL- | 
LEGES. By A. Hamilton Thomp- 
son. Illustrated by E. H. New. 

1 It is brightly written and learned, and is 
just such a book as a cultured visitor 
needs. ’ — Scotsman. 


SHAKESPEARE’S COUNTRY. By 
B. C. Windle, F.R.S., M.A. Illus- 
trated by E. H . N EW. Second Edition. 

‘ Mr. Windle is thoroughly conversant with 
his subject, and the work is exceedingly 
well done. The drawings, by Mr. 
Edmund H. New, add much to the 
attractiveness of the volume.’ — Scots- 
man. 

' One of the most charming guide books. 
Both for the library and as a travelling 
companion the book is equally choice 
and serviceable.’ — Academy. 

‘ A guide book of the best kind, which 
takes rank as literature.’ — Guardian. 


Illustrated and Gift Books 


Phil May. THE PHIL MAY 
ALBUM. 4 to. 6s. 

1 There is a laugh in each drawing.’ — 
Standard. 

A. H. Milne. ULYSSES ; OR, DE 
ROUGKMONT OF TROY. De- 
scribed and depicted by A, II. Milne. 
Small quarto. 3 .L 6 d. 

‘Clever, droll, smart.’ — Guardian. 

Edmund Selous. TOMMY SMITH’S 
ANIMALS. By Edmund Selous. 
Illustrated by G. W. Okd. Reap. 8 vo. 
is . 6 d . «*■ 

A little book designed to teach children 
respect and reverence for animals. 

‘A quaint, fascinating little book: a nur- 
sery classic.’— A themvum. 

S. Baring Gould. THE CROCK OF 
GOLD. Fairy Stories told by S. 
Baring Gould. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 
‘Twelve delightful fairy tales.' — Punch. 

M. L. Gwynn. A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
Arranged and Edited by M. L. 
Gwynn. Demy 8 vo . 12s . 6 d . 

This, is a birthday-book of exceptional 
dignity, and the extracts have been 
chosen with particular care. 

John Bunyan. THE PILGRIM’S 
PROGRESS. By John Bunyan. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by C. H, 


Firth, M.A. With 39 Illustrations 
by R. Anning Bell. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 
‘The best “ Pilgrim’s Progress.”’— 

Ed ucn ti octal Times. 

F. D. Bedford. NURSERY RHYMES. 
With many Coloured Pictures by F. 
D. Bedford. Super Royal 8 vo. 5 s. 

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF 
FAIRY TALES retold by S. Baring 
Gould. With numerous Illustra- 
tions and Initial Letters by Arthur 
J. Gaskin. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
Buckram. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. OLD ENGLISH 
FAIRY 'PALES. Collected and 
edited by S. Baring Gould. With 
Numerous Illustrations by F. D. 
Bedford. Second Edition, Cr. 8 vo. 
Buckram. 6s. t 

'A charming volume.’— Guardian. 

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF 
NURSERY SONGS AND 
RHYMES. Edited by S. Baring 
Gould, and Illustrated by the Bir- 
mingham Art School. Buckram , gilt 
top. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

C. Beeching. A BOOK OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited by 
II. C. Beeching, M.A., and Illus- 
trated by Walter Crane. Cr. 8 vo, 
gilt top, 3 s. 6d. 
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Flinders Petrie. A HISTORY Of i 

EGY PT from the Earliest Times J 
to the Present Day. Edited by 
W. M Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., 
LT D., Professor of Egyptology at i 
University College. Fully Illustrated. I 
In Six Volumes. Cr. Sv\ 6s. each. 

Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to 
XVIth Dynasty. W. M. F. 
Petrie. Fourth Edition. 

Vol. II. Thl XVIIth ant) 
XVIIItii Dynasties. W. M. 
F. Petrie. Third Edition. 

Vol. IV. The Egypt op the 
Ptolemies. J. P. Mahaffy. 

Vol. V. Roman Egypt. J. G. 
Milne. . 

‘ A history written in the spirit of scientific 
precision so worthily represented by Dr. 
Petrie and his school cannot but pro- 
mote sound and accurate study, and 
supply a vacant place in the English 
literature of Egyptology.’ — Times. 

Flinders Petrie. RELIGION AND 
CONSCIENCE IN ANCIENT 
EGYPT. By W. M. Flinders 
Petrie, D.C. L. , LI,.D. Fully Illus- 
trated. Crown 8ro. 2 s. 6 d. 

‘The lectures will afford a fund of valuable 
information for smdents of ancimt j 
ethics.' — Manchester Guardian. 

Flinders Petrie. SYRIA AND j 
EGYPT, FROM THE TELL EL i 
• AMARNA TABLETS. By W. M. | 
Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., LL.I). i 
Crown 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. } 

1 A marvellous record. The addition made 1 
to our knowledge is nothing short of j 
amazing. ’ — T itnes. 

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN TALES. ! 
Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie. 
Illustrated by Tristram Ellis. In j 
Two Volumes. Cr. 8 vo. 3 c 6 d, each. 

4 Invaluable as a picture of life in Palestine 
and Egypt.’— Daily News. 


Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN DECO- 
RATIVE ART. By W. M. Flin- 
ders Petrie. With 120 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8 tv. 3 ./. 6 d . 

1 In these lectures he displays rare skill in 
elucidating the development of decora- 
tive art in Egypt '—Times. 

C. W. Oman. A HISTORY OF THE 
ART OF WAR. Vcl. n. : The 
Middle Ages, from the Fourth' to the 
Fourteenth Century. By C. W. 
Oman, M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, 
Oxford. I 1 J’* 'rated. Demy 8 vo. 2ir. 

‘The whole art of war in its historic evolu- 
tion has never been treated on such an 
ample and comprehensive scale, and we 
question if an> recent contribution to 
the exact histoiyof the world has pos- 
sessed more enduring value.’ — Daily 
Chronicle. 

S. Baring Gould. THE TRAGEDY 

OF THE CAESARS. With nume- 
rous Illustrations from Busts, Gems, 
Cameos, etc. ByS. Baring Gould. 
Fourth Edition. Royal 8 vo. 15*. 

‘A most splendid and fascinating book on a 
subject of undying interest. The great 
featuze of the book & the use the author 
has made of the existing portraits of 
the Caesars and the admirable critical 
subtlety he has exhibited in dealing with 
this line of research. It is brilliantly 
written, and the illustrations are sup- 
plied on a scale of profuse magnificence.’ 
—Daily Chronicle. 

F. W. Maitland. CANON LAW IN 
ENGLAND. By F« W. Maitland, 
LL.D., Downing Professor of the 
Laws of England in the University 
of Cambridge. Royal 8 vo. 7s. 6 d. 

‘Professor Maitland has put students of 
English law under a fresh debt. T hese 
essays are landmarks in the study of the 
history of Canon Law.’ — Times. 
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H. de B. Gibbins. INDUSTRY IN 

ENGLAND : HISTORICAL OUT- 
LINES. By H. de B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D., M.A. With 5 Maps. Se - 
cond Edition. Demy 8 vo. 10s. 6 d. 


H. E. Egerton. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. 
By H. E. Egerton, M,A. Demy 
8 vo. 12s. 6 d. 

'* It is a good book, distinguished by Accu- 
racy in detail, clear arrangement of facts, 
and a broad grasp of principles.’ — 
Manchester Guardian. 


Albert Sorel. THE EASTERN 
QUESTION IN TIIE EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY. By Albert 
Sorel. Translated by F. C. Bram- 
WELL, M.A. Cr. 8 vo . 3 s. 6 d. 


C. H. Grinling. A HISTORY OF 
TIIE GREAT NORTHERN RAIL- 
WAY, 1845-95. Ity tL H. Grin- 
ling. With Illustrations. DemyBvo. 
10s. 6 d. 

* Mr. Grinling has done for a Railway what 

Macaulay did for English History.’ — 
The Engineer . 

W. Sterry. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. By W. Sterry, M.A. 
With numerous Illustrations. Demy 
8 vo. ys. 6 d. 

* A treasury of quaint and interesting read- 

ing. Mr. Stefry has by his skill and 
vivacity given these records new life.' — 
Academy. 

G.W. Fisher. ANNALS OF SHREWS- 
BURY SCHOOL. By G. W. 
Fisher , M . A. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Demy 8 vo. io.r. 6 d. 

‘This careful, erudite book.’ — Daily 
Chronicle. 

1 A book of whicll Old .Salopians are sure 
to be proud.’ — Globe. 

J. Sargeaunt ANNAI.S OF WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL. By J. Sak- 
GEAUNT, M.A. With numerous 
Illustrations . Demy 8 vo. ys. 6 d. 


A. Clark. THE COLLEGES OF 
OXFORD: Their History and their 
Traditions. Edited by A. Clark, 
M.A., Fellow of Lincoln College. 
8 vo. 12 s. 6 d. 

‘A work which will be appealed to for 
many years as the standard book.’ — 
A thenaum. 

T. M. Taylor. A CONSTITUTIONAL 
I AND POLITICAL HISTORY OF 
1 ROME. By T. M. Taylor, M.A. , 
Fellow of Gonville and Caius College, 
Cambridge. Crown 8 vo. ys. 6 d. 

* We fully recognise the value of this care- 
fully written work, and admire especially 
the fairness and sobriety of his judgment 
and the human interest with which he 
has inspired a subject which in some 
bands becomes a mere series of cold 
abstractions. It is a work that will be 
stimulating to the student of Roman 
history. ’ — A theneeum. 

J. Wells. A SHORT HISTORY OF 
ROME. By J. Wells, M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham Coll., 
Oxford. Third Edition. With 3 
Maps. Crown 8 vo. 3 s. 6 d. 

This book is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schools and for 
Pass Students at the Universities. It 
j contains copious Tables, etc. 

‘An original work written on an oiiginal 
plan, and with uncommon freshness and 
, vigour.’ — Speaker. 

0. Browning. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF MEDIAEVAL ITALY, a.d. 
1250-1530. I 3 y Oscar Browning, 
Fellow and Tutor of King’s College, 
Cambridge. Jn Two Volumes. 6> % 
8 vo. 5 s. each. 

Vol. 1. 1250-1409. — Guelphs and 
Ghibellines. 

Vol. 11. 1409-1530.-— The Age of 
the Condottieri. 

O’Grady. THE STORY OF IRE- 
LAND. By Standish O’Grady, 
Author of ' Finn and his Companions. 
Crown 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d, 
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JBg3antine Certs 

Edited by J. B. Bury, M.A. 


ZACHARIAH OF M 1 TYLENE. 
Translated into English by F. J. 
Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. 
Brooks. Demy 8 vo. 12 s . bd. net. 

EVA GR I US. Edited by Professor 


LlioN Parmentier and M. Bidez. 
Demy 8 v*. 10 s. bd. net. 

THE HISTORY OF PSELLUS 
B) C. SATHAS. Demy 8 vo. 15J. 
1 net. 


Biograpny 


R. L. Stevenson. THE LETTERS | 
OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN- 
SON TO HIS FAMILY AND 
FRIENDS. Selected and Edited, 
with Notes and Introductions, by 
Sidney Colvin. Third Edition. 
Demy 8 vo, 2 vo/s., 25c. net. j 

‘ Irresistible in their raciness, their variety, | 
tneir animation ... of extraordinary 
fascination. A delightful inheritance, 
the truest record of a “lichly com- 
pounded spirit” that the literature of 
our time has preserved.’ — rimes. 

‘ There are few books so interesting, so 
moving, and so valuable as this collec- 
tion of letters. One can only commend 
people to read and re-read the book. The 
volumes are beautiful, and Mr. Colvin's 
part of the work could not have been 
better done, his introduction is a m:iste r - 1 
piece. — Spectator. j 

J. G. Millais. THE LIFE AND 
LETTERS OF SIR JOHN ! 
F.VERETT MILLAIS, President of 
the Royal Academy. By his Son, 

J. G. Millais. With 319 Illus- 
trations, of which 9 are in Photo- 
gravure. Second Edition. 2 vols, 
Royal 8 vo, 32J. net. \ 

‘ The illustrations make the book delightful 
to handle or to read. The eye lingers 
lovingly upon the beautiful pictures.’ — 
Standard. 

‘ This charming book is a gold mi,.e of good 
things.’ -Daily A r ws. 

A 


* This splendid work.’ — World. 

‘ Of such absorbing interest is it, of suck 
completeness in scope and beauty. 
Special tribute must be paid to the 
extraordinary mpleteness of the ill 
trations. 1 — Graphic, 

8. Baring- Gould. THE LIFE OF 
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By 
S. Baring Gould. With over 450 
Illustrations in thr Text and 
Photogravure Plates. Large quarto. 
Gilt top. 36 s. 

‘The main feature of this gorgeous volume 
is its great wealth of beautiful photo- 
gravures and finely - executed wood 
engravings, constituting a complete 
pictorial chronicle of Napoleon iTe 
personal history from thedays of his early 
childhood at Ajaccio to the date of his 
second interment.’ — Dmily Telegraph. 

P. H. Colomb. MEMOIRS OF AD- 
MIRAL SIR A. COOPER KEY. 
By Admiral P. II. Colomb. With 
jl Portrait. Demy 8 vo. i6l 

Morris Fuller. THE LIFE AND 
WRITINGS OF JOHN DAVEN- 
ANT, D.D. (1571-1641), Bishop of 
Salisbury. By Morris Fuller, 
B. D. Demy 8 vo. 105. bd. 

J. M. Rigg. ST. ANSELM OF 
CANTERBURY: A Chapter in 
the History of Religion. By 
J. M. RiGG. Demy 8 vo. ys. bd. 

3 
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F. W. Joyce. THE LIFE OF 
SIR FREDERICK GORE OUSE- 
LEY. By F. W. Joyce, M.A. 7s. 6d . j 
W. G. Collingwood. THE LIFE OF 
JOHN RUSK1N. By W. G. 
C'OLLINGWOOD, M.A. With Por- 
traits, and 13 Drawings by Mr. 
Ruskin. Second Edition. 2 vols. 

8 vo. 32J. Cheap Edition. Crown 
8 vo. Gt. ft 

C. Waldstein. JOHN RUSKIN, By 
Charles Waldstein, M.A. With 
a Photogravure Portrait, PostZvo. 5V. 

A. M. F. Darmesteter, THE LIFE 
OF ERNEST RENAN. By 


Travel, Adventure 

SvenHedin. THROUGH ASIA. By 
Sven IIedin, Gold Medallist of the j 
Royal Geographical Society. With 
300 Illustrations irom Sketches 
and Photographs by the Author, 

* and Maps. 2 vols. RoyaV&vo. 201. net. 

‘One of the greatest books of the kind 
issued during the century.. It is im- 
possible to give an adequate idea of the 
richness of the contents of this book, 
nor of its abounding attractions as a stoi y 

of travel unsurpassed i’i "ran 1 '. i~'.' 

and human interest. M - : h < is. 1- a 
revelation Altogether the work is one 
which in solidity, novelty, and interest 
must take a first rank among publica- j 
lions of its class. ’ — T ivtcs. j 

F. H. Skrine pud E. D. Ross. THE 

'HEART OF ASIA. By F. H. 
Skrine and E. D. Ross. With 
Maps and many Illustrations by 
Verestchagin. Large Crown 8vo. 
10 s. 6 d. net. 

This volume will form a landmark in our 


Madame Darmesteter. With 
Portrait. Second Edition. Cr.ftvo. 6s. 

W. H. Hutton. THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMAS MORE. By W. H. 
Hutton, M.A. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. Cr . 8 vo. 5^. 

‘ The book lays good claim to high rank 
among our biographies. It is excellently, 
even lovingly, written.’ — Scotsman. 

5. Baring Gould. THE VICAR OF 
MORWENSTOW: A Biography. 
By S. Baring Gould, M.A. A 
new and Revised Edition. With 
Portrait. Crown 8 vo. 3.?. 6 d. 

A completely new edition of the well known 
biography of R. S. Hawker. 


and Topography 

knowledge of Central Asia. . . . Illumin- 
ating and convincing.' — Times. 

R. E. Peary. NORTHWARD OVER 
THE GREAT ICE. By R. K. Peary, 
Gold Medallist of the Royal Geogra- 
phical Society. With over 800 Illus- 
trations. 2 vols. Royal 8vo. 32s.net. 

‘ His book will take its place among the per- 
manent literature of Arctic exploration.' 
— Times. 

E. A. FitzGerald. THE HIGHEST 
ANDES. By E. A. FitzGerald. 
With 2 Maps, 51 Illustrations, 13 of 
which are in Photogravure, and a 
Panorama. Royal 8 vo, 30L net. 
Also a Small Edition on Hand-made 
Paper, limited to 50 Copies, 4 to, 
5 s - 

‘ The record of the first ascent of the highest 
mountain yet conquered by mortal man. 
A volume which will continue to be the 
classic book of travel on this region of 
the Andes .’ — Daily Chronicle. 
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F. W Christian. THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS^. By F. W. Christian. 
With many Illustration: and Maps. 
Demy 8 vo. 12 s. 6 d. net. 

‘A real contribution to our knowledge of 
the peoples and islands of Micronesia, 
as well.as fascinating as a narrative of 
travels and adventure.’ — Scotsman. 

H. n. Johnston. BRITISH CEN- 
TRAL AFRICA. Py Sir H. ii. 
Johnston, K.C.B. With nearly 
Two Hundred Illustrations, and Six 
Maps. Second Edition. Crown 4 to. 
i8j. net. 

* A fascinating book, written with equal 
skill and charm — the work at once of a 
literary artist and of a man of action 
who is singularly wise, brave, and ex- 
perienced. It abounds in admirable 
sketches. ’ — Westminster Gazette. 

L. Decle. THREE YEARS IN 

.-SAVAGE AFRICA. By Lionel 
Decle. With 100 Illustrations and 
5 Maps. Second Edition . Demy 8 vo. 
ioj. 6 d. net. 

‘ Its bright pages give a better general 
survey of Africa from the Cape to the 
Equator than any single volume that 
has yet been published.’ — Times. 

A. Huime Beaman. TWENTY 
YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. 
By A. I-Iulme Beaman. Demy 
8 vo. With Portrait, ioj. 6 d. 

Henri of Orleans. FROM TONKIN 
TO INDIA. By Prince Henri of 
Orleans. Translated by Hami.ev 
Bent, M.A. With 100 Illustrations 
angt a Map. Cr. \to, gilt top. 25s. 

S. L. Hinde. THE FALL OF THE 
CONGO ARABS. By S. L. Hinde. 
With Plans, etc. Demy 8 vo. 12 s. 6 d. 


Fraser. ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. By John Foster 
Fraser. With 100 Illustrations. 
Crown 8 vo. 6j. 

‘ A classic o' cycling, graphic and witty.’— 
Yorkshire Post. 

R. L. Jefferson. A NEW RfDF TO 
KI-rVA. By R. L. Jefferson. 

Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

The account of an adventurous ride on a 
bicycle through Russia and the deseits 
of Asia to Khiva. 

‘An exceptionally fascinating book «,f 
tra> cl .’ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

J. K. Trotter. THE NIGER 
SOURCES. By Colonel J. K. 
Trotter, R.A. With a Map and 
Illustrations. Crown 8 vo. 5.9. 

Michael Davitt. LIFE AND PRO- 
GRESS IN AUSTRALASIA. By 
Michael Davitt, M.P. 500 pp. 
With 2 Maps. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 


W. J. Galloway. ADVANCED AUS- 
TRALIA. By William J. Gal- 
loway, M.P. Crown 8 vo . 3s 1 . 6 d . 

‘This is an unusally thorough and informa- 
tive little work.’ — Morning Post. 

W. Crooke, THE NORTH* 

WESTERN PROVINCES OF 
INDIA : Their Ethology and 
Administration. By W. Crooke. 
With Maps and Illustrations. Demy 
8vo. io.v. 6 d. 

A. Boisragon. TIIE BENIN MAS- 
SACRE. By Captain Boisragon. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 3c 6 d. 

‘ If the story had been written four hundred 
years ago it would be read to-day as an 
English classic.’ — Scotsnfan. 


A. St. H. Gibbons. EXPLORATION 

AND HUNTING IN CENTRAL H. S. Cowper. THE HILL OF THE 
AFRICA. By Major A. St. II. GRACES : or, the Great Stone 
Gibbons. With full-page lllustra- Temples of Tripoli. By H. S. 
tions by C. Whymper, and Maps. Cowper, F.S. A. With Maps, Plans, 
Demv 8vo. 15b \ and 75 Illustrations. DemySvo. 10s. 6d. 
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W. B. Worsfold. SOUTH AFRICA, j 
By W. B. Worsfold, M.A. With 
a Map. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

* A monumental work compressed into a 
very moderate compass. ’— - World. 

Katherine and Gilbert Macquoid. I N 

PARIS. By Katherine and Gil- 
bert Macquoid. Illustrated by 
Thomas R. Macquoid, R.I. With 
2 maps. Crown 8 vo. is. 

A useful little guide, judiciously supplied j 
with iufoimution.’ — Aihenaum « 


.. H. Keane. THE BOER STATES : 
A History and Description of the 
Transvaal and the Orange Free State. 
By A. H. Keane, M.A. With 
Map. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

1 A work of clear aims and thordugh execu- 
tion.’ — Academy. 

' A compact and very trustworthy account 
of the Boers and their surroundings.’ 

— Morning Pont. 


Naval and Military 


G. S. Robertson. CIIITRAL: The 
Story of a Minor Siege. By Sir 
G. S. Robertson, K.C.S.I. With 
numerousIllustrations.Mapand Plans. | 
Second Edition. Demy 8 vo. iol 6 d. ! 

' It is difficult to imagine the kind of person j 
who could read this brilliant book without I 
emotion. The story remains immortal — j 
a testimony imperishable. We are face ; 
to face with a great book ' —Illustrated \ 
London News. j 

* A book which the Elizabethans would have 
thought wonderful. More thrilling, more 
piquant, and more human than any 
novel.’ — Nnocasile Chronicle. 

‘As fascinating as Sir Walter Scott’s best 
* fiction.’ — Daily Telegraph. 

It. S. S. Baden-Powell. THE DOWN- 
FALL OF^REMPEH. A Diary of 
Life in Ashanti, 1895. By Maj.-Gen. 
Baden-Powell. With 21 lilustra- i 
tions and a Map. Cheaper Edition. 
Large Crown 8 vo. 6s. j 

R. S. S. Baden-Powell. THE MATA- 1 
BF.LE CAMPAIGN, 1896. By Maj.- j 
Gen. Baden-Powell. With nearh 
100 Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. 
Large Crvysn 8 re. 6v. 

J. B. Atkins. THE RELIEF OF 
LADYSMITH. By John Black 
Atkins. With 16 Plans and Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. Croton 
8vo. 6s. 

This book contains a full narrative by an j 
eye-witness of General Buller’s attempts, ; 


and of his final success. The story is of 
absorbing interest, and is the only com- 
plete account which has appeared. 

The mantle of Archibald Forbes and G. 
W. Steevens has assuredly fallen upon 
Mr. Atkins, who unites a singularly 
graphic style to an equa ly rare faculty 
of vision. In his pages -we realise the 
meaning of a modern campaign with the 
greatest sense of actuality. His pages 
ate written with a sustained charm of 
diction and ease of manner that are no 
less remarkable than the sincerity and 
vigour of the matter which they set 
before us. ' — 1 1 'or Id. 

Mr. Atkins has a genius for the painting 
of war which entitles him already to be 
ranked with Forbes and Steevens, and 
encourages us to hope that he may one 
day rise to the level of Napier and 
Kinglake.’ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

• It is the record told with insight and 
sympathy of a great conflict. It is as 
readable as a novel, and it bears the 
imprint of truth .’—Morning Leadet . 

S. W. Nevinson. LADYSMITH : The 
Diary of a Siege. By II. W. Nevin- 
son. With 16 Illustrations and a 

Plan. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. to’. 

This book contains a complete diary of the 
Siege of Ladysmith, and is a most vivid 
and picturesque narrative. 

‘There is no exaggeration here, no strain- 
ing after effect. But there is the truest 
realism, the impression of things as they 
are seen, set forth in well-choscn words 
ami well-balanced phrases, with a mea- 



Messrs. Methuen s Catalogue 


21 


sured self>restraint that marks the true I 
artist. Mr. Nevinson is to be congratu- 
lated on the excellent wouc that he ha* J 
done.’ — Daily Chronicle. > 

1 Of the many able and fascinating chroni- 
clers of the sad and splendid story. Mr. 
Nevinson is among the ablest and most 
fascinating.'— Pall Mall Gazette. 

E. H. Alderson. WITH TIIK 
MOUNTED INFAN 7 ’RY AND 
'HIE MASHONALAND FIP 2 LD 
FORCF, 1896. By Lieut. -Colonel 
Alderson. With numerous Illus- 
trations and Plans. Demy 8z'o. 
10s. 6d. 

Seymour Vandeleur. CAMPAIGN- 
ING ON THE UPPER NILE 
AND NIGER. By Lieut. Seymour 
Vandeleur. With an Introduction 
by Sir G. Goldie, K.C.M.G. With 
4 Maps, Illustrations, and Plans. 
Large Crown 8 t >o. ioj. 6 d. 

Lord Fincastle. A FRONTIER 
t.’AMPAIGN. By Viscount Fin- 
castle, V.C., and Lieut. P. C. 
Elliott-Lockhart. With a Map 
and 16 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s 

E. N. Bennett. THE DOWNFALL 
OF THE DERVISHES: A Sketch 
of the Sudan Campaign of 1893. By 
E. N. Bennett, Fellow of Hertford 
College. With a Photogravure Por- 
trait of Lord Kitchener. Third 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 3 s. 6 d. 

W. Kinnaird Rose. WITH THE 
GREEKS IN THESSALY. By 
W. Kinnaird Rose. With lllus 
trations. Crown 8z>o. 6s. 

G. W r Steevens. NAVAL POLICY : 

By G. W. Steevens. DcmySvo. 6s. 
This book is a description of the British and 
other more important navies of the world, 
with a sketch of the lines on which our 
naval policy might possibly be developed. 

D. Hannay. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF THE ROYAL NAVY, From 


Early Times to the Present Day. 
By David Hannay. Illustrated. 
2 Vols. Demy Si'o. ys. 6 d. each. 
\c.i. I., 1200-1688 

‘ \Ve read itirom cover to cover at a sitting, 
and those who go to it for a lively and 
brLk picture of the past, with all its faults 
and it« grandeur, will notbedisrppol.it-d. 
Tlr hisl-rinn is endowed with liicraiy 
skill and style.’ — Standard. 

C. Cooler King. THE STORY OF 
'I HE BRITISH ARMY. By Colonel 
Cooper King. Illustrated. Dc 
8vo. ys. 6 d. 

‘Au authoritative and accurate story of 
England’s militaiy progress.’ — Daily 
Mail. 

R. Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN 
(Ilowaid, Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, 
Cavendish). By Robert Southey. 
Edited, with «u. Introduction, by 
David Hannay. Second Edition. 
Crcrusn 8vo. 6s. 

* A brave, inspiriting book.' — Black and 

White. 

W. Clark Russell. THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLING- 
WOOD. By W. Clark Russell. 
With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. 
Third Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

1 A book which we should like to see in the 
hands of every boy in the country.’ — 
St. James's Gazette. • 

E. L. S. Horsburgh. WATERLOO : A 
Narrative and Criticisnv By E. L. S. 
Horsburgii, B. A. With Plans. 
Second Edition. Crown 8 vo. 5.1. 

‘A brilliant essay — simple, sound, and 
thorough.' — Daily Chronicle. 

H. B. George. BATTLES OF 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By H. B. 
George, M.A., Fellow of New 
College, Oxford. With numerous 
Plans. Third Edition. jCr. 8 vo. 6s. 

* Mr. George has undertaken a very useful 

task — that of making military affairs in- 
telligible and instructive to non-military 
readers — and has executed it with a 
large measure of success.’ — Times. 
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General Literature 


S. Baring Gould. THE BOOK OF ; 
THE WEST. By S. Baring | 
Gourd. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Two volumes. Vol. I. Devon. 
Vol. II. Cornwall. Crown 8 vo. 
65. each. 9 

‘ They are very attractive little volumes, : 
they have numerous very pretty and I 
interesting pictures, the story is fresh 
and bracing as the air of Dartmoor, and 
the legend weird as twilight over Doz- 
ntare Pool, and they give ns a very good 
idea of this enchanting and beautiful 
district.’ — Guardian. 

‘ A narrative full of picturesque incident, 
personal interest, and literary charm.’ — 
Leeds Mercury. 

S. Baring Gould. OLD COUNT RY 
LIFE. By S. Baring Gould. With 
Sixty- seven Illustrations. Large Cr, 

8 vo. Fifth Edition. 6s. 

“ Old Country Life,” as healthy wholesome 
reading, full of breezy life and move- 
ment, full of quaint stories vigorously 
told, will not be excelled by any book to 
he published throughout the year. 
Sound, hearty, and English to the core.’ 
- World . 

3 . Baring Gould. AN OLD ENGLISH 
HOME. By S. Baring Gould. 
With numerous Plans and Illustra- 
tions. Crjswn 81 >0. 6s. 

‘The chapters arc delightfully fresh, very 
informing, and lightened by many a good 
story. A delightful fireside companion ’ 
— St. James's Gazette. 

S. Baring Gould. HISTORIC 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. FREAKS OF 
FANATICISM. By S. Baring 
Gould. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. A GARLAND OF 
COUNTRY SONG : English Folk 
Songs with their Traditional Melodies. 
Collected and arranged by S. Baring 
Goui.d and H. F. Sheppard. 
Demy 4 to. 6s. 


S. Baring Gould. SONGS OF THE 
WEST *. Traditional Ballads and 
Songs of the West of England, with 
their Melodies. Collected by S. 
Baring Gould, M.A., and H. F 
Sheppard, M. A. In 4 Parts. Farts 
I. , II., ///., 3L each , Part IV., 5 s. 
In one Vol., French morocco, 151. 

‘ A rich collection of humour, pathos, grace, 
and poetic fancy.’ — Saturday Review. 

S. Baring Gould. YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. STRANGE SUR- 
VIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. 
By S. Baring Gould. Cr. Bv\ 
Second Edition. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. THE DESERTS 
OF SOUTHERN FRANCE. By 
S. Baring Gould. 2 vols. Demv 
8vo. 32L 

Cotton Minchin. OLD HARROW 
DAYS. By J. G. Cotton Minchin. 
Cr. 8zo. Second Edition. 5 s. 

W. E. Gladstone. THE SPEECHES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E. GLAD- 
STONE, M.P. Edited by A. W. 
Hutton, M.A. , and H.J. Cohen, 
M.A. With Portraits. Demy 8 vo. 
Vols. IX. and X., i2.r. 6 d. each. 

•T. E. Marr. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. By J. E. 
Mark, F. R.S. , Fellow of St.* John's 
College, Cambridge. Illustrated. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

An elementary treatise on geomorphology 
the study of the earth’s outward forms. 
It is for the use of students of physical 
geography and geology, and will also be 
highly interesting to the general reader. 
‘A fascinating book, a real fairy tale.’ — 
Pall Mall Gazette. 

‘ Mr. Marr is distinctly to be congratulated 
on the general result of his work. He 
has produced a volume, moderate in size 
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and readable In style, wh'ch will be 
acceptable alike to the student of geo- 
logy and geography, ai * to the tourist.’ 
— A thcnerum. 

‘Can be read with pleasure ahl.e by the 
expert and the general reader.' 

- Manchester Cu :>-d'an 

M. N. Oxford. A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. By M. N. Oxford, of j 
Guy’s Hospital. Crown 8 vo. 3s. 6 d. 

This is a complete guide to the science and 
art H nursing, containing copious 
struction both general and particular. 1 
* The most useful work of the kind that we I 
have seen. A most valuable and prac- 
tical manual.’ — Manchester Guardian. 

E. V. Zenker. ANARCHISM. By 
E. V. Zenker. Demy 8 vo. /s. 6 d. 

1 Herr Zenker has succeeded in producing a 
careful and critical history of the growth 
of Anarchist theory. 

A. Silva White. THE EXPANSION 
OF EGYPT : A Political and His- . 
torical Survey. By A. Silva Wn ite. | 
With four Special Maps. Demy 8 vo. 

13 1. net. i 

‘ This is emphatically the best account of 
Egypt as it is under English conti ol that 
has been published for many years.’ — 
Spectator. 

Peter Beckford. THOUGHTS ON 
HUNTING. By Peter Becki-ord. 
Edited by J. Otiio Paget, and 
Illustrated by G. H. Jalland. 
Deniv 10 r. 6d. 

‘ Ileckford’s “Thoughts on Hunting” hms 
long been a classic with sportsmen, and 
the present edition will go far to make it 
a favourite with lovers of literature.’ — 
Speaker. 

E. B. Michell. THE ART AND 
PRACTICE OF HAWKING. By 
E. B. Michell. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. E. Lodge, and other 
Illustrations. Demy 8 vo. iol 6d. 

A complete description of the Hawkr, 
Falcons, and Eagles used in ancient and 
modern times, with directions for their 
training and treatment. It is not only 
a historical account, but a complete 
practical guide. 

‘A book that will help and delight the 
expel t.'— Scotsman. 


I ‘Just after the hearts of ah enthusiasts.’ - 
Daily U elegrap ~ 

1 No book is more full and authorative than 
this handsome treatise.’ 

- Morning J. cad er 

H. G. Hutchinson. THE GOLFING 
PiLGRIM. By Horace G. 
Hutchinson. Crown 8vc >. 6j. 

'Without this book the golfer’s library will 
be incoinp.ete.’— Pall Mall Gazette. 

0 . Wells. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. By Members of the 
versity. Edited by J. Wells, M.a., 
Feilow and Tutor of Wadham College. 
Third Edition . Cr. 8 vo. 35. 6 d. 

‘ We congratulate Mr. Wells on the pro- 
duction of a readable and intelligent 
account of Oxford as it is at the present 
time, written by persons who are pos- 
sessed of a clo«-** acquaintance with the 
system and Dl of the University.’— 
A theneeum. 

C. G. Robertson. VOCES ACADE- 
MICAL. By C. Grant Robertson, 
M.A. , Fedow of Al’ Souls’, Oxford. 
IV' th a Frontispiece PottSvo. 3s. 6d. 
‘Decidedly clever and amusing.’— 
A thenarutn. 

Rosemary Cotes. DANTE’S GAR- 
DEN. By Rosemary Cotes. With 
a Frontispiece. Second Edition. Fcp . 
8 vo. 2 s. 6d. J rather, 3J. 6 d. net* 

*A charming collection of legends of the 
flowersmentioned by Dante. ' — Academy. 

Clifford Harrison. READING AND 
READERS. By Clifford Harri- 
son. Fcp. 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. 

‘An extremely sensible little book.’ — Man- 
chester Guardian. 

L. Whibley. GREEK OLIGARCH- 
IES ; THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. By L. 
Whibley, M.A., Fellow of Pem- 
broke College, Cambridge. Crown 
8 vu. 6s. 

L. L. Price. ECONOMIC SCIENCE 
AND PRACTICE. By L. L. Price, 
M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford. Crcnun 8 to. 6s. 
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J. S. Shedlock. THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA : Its Origin and Develop- 
ment. By J. S. SHEDLOCK. Crown 
8 vo. 5J. 

' This work should be in the possession of 
every musician and amateur. A concise 
and lucid history and a very valuable 
work for reference.’ — Athcncewn. 

A. Hulme Beaman. PONS ASIN- 
ORUM; OR, A GUIDE TO 
BRIDGE. By A. Hulme Bea- 
man. Fca p 8 vo. 2 s. 9 

A practical guide, with many specimen 
games, to the new game of Bridge. 

12 . M. Bowden. THE EXAMPLE OK 
BUDDHA: Being Quotations from 


Buddhist Literature for eaifh Day in 
the Year. Compiled by E. M. 
Bowden. Third Edition . i6tno. 
2 s. 6 d. 

F. Ware. EDUCATIONAL RE- 
FORM. By Fabian Wake, M.A. 
Crown 8 vo. 2t. 6 d. 

An attempt by an evpert to forecast the 
action and influence of the New Second- 
ary Education Act, with suggestions 
for useful developments. 

‘Mr. Ware's book may be warmly com- 
mended to all who have at heart the 
desire for the intellectual pro erity of 
the British race.’—- Morning Post. 

‘ Any one who really wants to know how 
education stands to-day should read it.’ 
— Litem tu > c. 


Philosophy 


L. T. Hobhouse. THE THEORY OF 
KNOWLEDGE. By L. T. Hob- 
house, Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 
Demy 8 vo. 21 s. 

1 The most important contribution to 
English philosophy since the publication 
of Mr. Bradleys “Appearance and 
Reality." ' — Glasgow Herald. 

W. H. Fairbrother. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. II. GREEN. By 
W. II. Fair brother, M.A. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 3s. 6 d. 


‘ In every way an admirable book.' — 
Glasgow Herald. 

F. W. Bussell. THE SCHOOL OF- 
PLATO. By F. W. Bussell, D.D., 
Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
Demy 8 vo. io.r, 6 d. 

F. S. Granger. THE WORSHIP 

OF THE ROMANS. By F. S. 
Granger, M.A., Litt.D. Crown 
87 >0. 6s. 


Theology 


W. R. Inge. CHRISTIAN MYSTI- 
CISM. The Hampton Lectures for 
1899. By W, R. Inge, M.A., Fellow 
and Tutor of Hertford College, 
Oxford. Demy 87U 12.L 6 d. net. 

A complete survey of the subject from St. 
John and St. Paul to modern times, 
covering the Chri"! ir.n Plato*’?-*".. Augir • 
tine, tne Dt .1 .Mv>:i>. t ! .c; 

Mediaeval My-:!* >, ai d. I. e Naii-re 
Mystics and Symbolists, including 
Bflhine and Wordsworth. 

‘It is fully wofthy of the best traditions 
connected with the Bampton Lecture- 
ship.' — Record. 

S. R. Driver. SERMONS ON SUB- 
JECTS CONNECTED WITH 
THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. 
R. Driver, D.D., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew 


in the University of Oxford. Cr. 8 vo. 

6 s. 

‘A welcome companion to the author's 
famous “ Introduction.”' — Guardian. 

T. K. Cheyne. FOUNDERS OF OLD 
TESTAMENT CRITICISM. By 
T. K. Cheyne, D.D., Oriel Pro- 
fessor at Oxford. Large Crown 8 vo. 
7s. 6d. 

A historical sketch of O. T. Criticism. 

Walter Lock. ST. PAUL, THE 
MASTER-BUILDER. ByWALTER 
Lock, D. D., Warden of Keble 
College. Crown 8z >0. 3 s. 6 d. 

1 The essence of the Pauline teaching is 
condensed into little more than a hun- 
dred pages, yet no point of importance 
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is overlooked. We gladly recommend 
the lectures to all Wi.o wish to read with 
understanding .’— Gu _*n. : latt. 

H. Rashdall. DOCTRINE AND 
DEVELOPMENT. By Hastings 
Rashdali,, M.A. , Fellow and fnto r 
of New College, Oxford Cr.8vo. 6s. 
A very interesting attempt to restate some 
of the principal doctrines ofChrl tiamty. 
in which Mr. Rashdall appears to us to 
have achieved a high measure of success 
He is often learned, almost always sym- 
pathetic, and always singularly lucid.’— 
Manchester Guardian. 

H. H. Henson. APOSTOLIC CHRIS- 
TIANITY : As Illustrated by the 
Epistles of St. Paul to the Corinthians. 
By H. H. Henson, M.A., Fellow of 
All Souls', Oxford. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

H. H. Henson. DISCIPLINE AND 
LAW. By Ii. Hensley Henson, 
H.D., Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. 
Fcap. 8 vo. 2 s. 6d. 

H. H. Henson. LIGHT AND 
LEAVEN : Historical and 

Social Sermons. By II. H. Hen- 
son, M.A. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

Bennett and Adeney. A BIBLICAL 
INTRODUCTION. By W. II. 
Bennett, M.A. , and W. F. Adeney, 
M.A. Crown 8 vo. js. 6 d, 

‘ It makes available to the ordinary reader 
the best scholarship of the day in the 
field of Biblical introduction. We know 
of no book which comes into competi- 
tion with it.’ — Manchester Guardian. 

W. H. Bennett. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLE. By W. IT. Bennett. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 2 S. 6 d. 

^ The work of an honest, fearless, and sound 
critic, and an excellent guide in a small 
compass to the books of the Bible.’ — 
Manchester Guardian . 

C. F. G. Masterman. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. 
By C. F. G. Masterman. Crown 

8vo. 6s. 

1 A thoughtful and penetrating appreciation, 
full of interest and suggestion.’ — World. 

William Harrison, CLOVELLY 
SERMONS. By William Harri- 


son, M. A., late Rector of Clovelly. 
With a Preface by ‘ Lucas MALET.’ 
Cr. 8vo 2 s - 

C v^lia Robinson. THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. By Deacon 
ness Cecilia Robinson. With an 
Introduction by the Lord Bishop o f 
Winched er. Cr. 8 vo. 2 s 
‘A teamed and interesting book.’— Scots- 
man 

Z. B. Layard. RELIGION IN BOY- 
HOOD. Notes on the Religious 
Training of Boys. By E. B. 
Layard, M.A. 1 8 mo. is. 

T. Herbert Bindley. THE OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF 
THE FAITH. Edited with Intro- 
ductions and Notes by T. Herbert 
Pindley, B.D., Merton College, 
Oxford. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

A historical acc. ’ of the Creeds. 

' Mr. Bindley has done his work in a fashion 
which calls for our warmest gratitude. 
The introductions, though brief, are 
. always direct and to the point ; the notes 
are learned and full, and serve admirably 
to elucidate the many difficulties of the 
text,’ — Guardian. 

H. M. Barron. TEXTS FOR SER- 
MONS ON VARIOUS OCCA- 
SIONS AND SUBJECTS. Com- 
piled and Arranged by H. M. Bar- 
ron, B.A., of Wadham College, 
Oxford, with a Preface by Canon 
Scott Holland. Crown 8vo .* 35. 
6 d. 

W. Yorke Faus&et. THE DE 

CA TECHIZAND1S X UD1B US 
OF ST. AUGUSTINFL Edited, 
with Introduction, Notes, etc., by 
W. Yorke Fausset, M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 
3 jt. 6 d. 

F. Weston. THE HOLY SACRI- 
FICE. By F. West on, M.A., 
Curate of St. Matthew’s, Westmin- 
ster. Pott 8 vo. 6 d. net . 

\ Kempis. THE IMITATION OF 
CHRIST. By Thomas k Kempis. 
With an Introduction by Dean 
Farrar. Illustrated by C. M, 
Gere. Second Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 
3 s. 6d. Padded morocco, 51 , 

'Amongst all the innumerable English 
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editions of the “Imitation,” there can I 
have been few which were prettier than 1 
this one, printed in strong and handsome 1 
type, with all the glory of red initials.’ — 
Clasgmv Herald. 

J. Keble. THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 

By John Keble. With an Intro- 


duction and Notes by W. Lock, 
U.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Anning Bell. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 3.5. 6 d. 
Padded morocco. 5s. 

1 The present edition is annotated with all 
the care and insight to be expected from 
Mr. Lock.’ — Guardian. 


©rrorfc Commentaries 


General Editor, Walter Loc^c, D.E 
Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis 

THE BOOK OF JOB. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes, by E. C. S. 
Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. Demy 
8 vo. 6s. 

* The publishers arc to be congratulated on 
the start the scries has made.’ — Times. 

‘It is in his patient, lucid, interest-sus- 
taining explanations that Dr. Gibson is j 
at his best.’-- Literature. 

1 We can hardly imagine a more useful book 
to place in the hands of an intelligent ! 
layman, or cleric, who desires to eluci- I 


Warden of Keble College, Dean 
in the University of Oxford. 

date some of the difficulties presented in 
the Book of Job .’ — Church Times. 

‘ The work is marked by clearness, light- 
ness of torn h, strong common sense, and 
thoiough critical fairness. 

‘ Dr. Gibson’s work is worthy of a high 
degree of appreciation. To the busy 
worker and the intelligent student the 
commentary will be a real boon ; and it 
will, if we are not mistaken, be much in 
demand. The Introduction is almost a 
model of concise, straightforward, pre- 
fatory remarks on the subject treated.’ — 
A thentrum . 


IbauDboofes of frbeolocjg 


General Editor, A. Robertson, D.D., 

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE 1 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Edited! 
with an Introduction by E. C. S. ! 
Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds, late 
Principal of Wells Theological Col- 
lege. Second and Cheaper Edition 
in One Volume r Demy8vo. 12 s. 6d. 

‘ We welcome with the utmost satisfaction 
a new, cheaper, and mote convenient 
edition of Dr. Gibson’s book. It was 
greatly wanted. Dr. Gibson has given 
theological students just what they want, 
and we should like to think that it was 
in the hands of every candidate for 
orders. ’ — Guardian. 


Principal of King’s College, London. 

critical and luminous, at once just and 
suggestive A comprehensive and 
thorough book .’— Birmingham Post. 

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCAR- 
NATION. By R. L. Ottley, M. A. , 
late follow of Magdalen College, 
Oxon. , and Principal of Pusey House. 
In Two Volumes. Demy 8 vo. 15J. 

‘ A clear and remarkably full account of the 
main currents of speculation. Scholarly 
precision . . . genuine tolerance . . 

intense interest in his subject — are Mr. 
Ottley ’s merits.' — Guardian. 


AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY 0 *F RELIGION. By 
F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D., Prin- 
cipal of Bishop Hatfield’s Hall. 
Demy 8vo. ioj. 6 d. 

* The merit of this book lies in the penetra- 
tion, the singular acuteness and force of 
the author’s judgment. He is at once 1 


AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF THE CREEDS. By 
A. E. Burn, B.D., Examining Chap- 
lain to the Bishop of Lichfield. Demy 
81 >0. 10s. 6 d. 

1 This book may be expected to hold its 
place as an authority on its subject. — 
Spectator . 
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Ebe Cburcbman’s 3Libracg 

General Editc v , J. H. BURN, B.D., Examining Chaplain to the 
Bishop of Aberdeen. 


TIIE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY. By W. K. Coi.- 
li»js, M.A With Map. Cr. 8 vo. 
3 s - bd. 

* An excellent example of thorough and fresh 
historical work.’ — Guardian . 

SOME NEW TESTAMENT PRO- 
BLEMS. By Arthur WriGht, 
M.A., Fellow of Queen’s College, 
Cambridge. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN j 
HERE AND HEREAFTER. By , 
Canon Winter botham, M.A., j 
B Sc., LL.B. Cr. 8vo. y. 6 d. 

‘A most able book, at once exceedingly 
t hough tful and richly suggest’vc. ’ — Glas - 1 
gozv Herald . 


HIE WORKMANSHIP OF THE 
PRAYER BOOK - , Its Literary and 
Liturgical Aspects. By J. Dovvden, 
D.D. . Lord Bishop of Kd'nburgti. 
i Crown 8 vo. 3.?. 6 d. 

| 'Scholarly and inteiesting.’-- Manchester 
! Guay a .an. 

EVOLUTION. By F. B. Jevons, 
Litt.D., Principrl of Hatfield Hall, 
Durham. Cro'ai Zvo. y. 6 0 

‘ A well-written book, full of sound thinking 
happily expressed .’ — Manchester Guar - 
dean. 

‘ A singularly fresh and stimulating book ' 
— Speaker. 

‘ We have no hesitation in saying that this 
is much the best general account of the 
philosophic -onsequences of the theory 
of Evolution that has yet appeared.’ 

—Guardian. 


TZhc Gburcbnmn'a JCtblc 

General Editor, J. II. BURN, B.D. 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a senes of expositions upon most of the books of 
{lie Bible. The volumes will be practical and devotional, and the text of the 
authorised version is explained in sections, which will correspond as far as 
possible with the Chuich Lectionary. , 


THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL TO , 
THE GALATIANS. Explained by j 
A. W. Robinson, Vicar of All 
Hallows, Barking. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 
net. 

‘ The most attractive, sensible, and instruc- 
tive manual for people at large, which 
we have ever seen .’ — Church Gazette. 

ECCLESIASTES. Explained by A. 
W. Stkeane, D.D. Fcap . 8 vo. 

u. 6 d. net. 


1 .Scholarly, suggestive, and particularly 
interesting. ’ — Bookman. 

THE EPISTLE OF PAUL TIIE 
APOSTLE TO THE Pf!lLIP- 
P1ANS. Explained by C. R. D. 
Biggs, B.D. Qcap. 8 vo. 11. 6 d. 
net. 

* Mt. Biggs’ woik L very thorough, and he 
has managed tu compress a good deal of 
information into a limited space.' 

— Guardian . 


Ebe libtarg of Devotion 

Pott Si'o, cloth , 2s.; leather , 2 5. 6 d. net. 

1 This series is excellent.’ — T his Bishop of London. 

‘ Very delightful.’— T he Bishop of Bath and Wells. 

‘ Well worth the attention of the Clergy.’— The Bishop of Liciwield. 

‘ The new “ Library of Devotion ’’ is excellent.’ — The Bishop of Peterborough. 
* Charming.’ — Record. 1 Delightful.’ — Church Bells. 


THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AU- 
GUSTINE. Newly Translanted, 
with an Introduction and Notes, by | 
C. Bigg, D.D. , late Student of Christ ! 
Church. Third Edition. 


* The translation is an excellent piece of 
English, and the introduction is a mas- 
terly exposition. We augur well of a 
series which begins so satisfactorily.’ — 
Times. 
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THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By John 
Keble. With Introduction and 
Notes by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Ireland 
Professor at Oxford. 

‘ The volume is very prettily bound and 
printed, and may fairly claim to be an 
advance on any previous editions.’ — 

G uardian. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A 
Revised Translation, with an In trochic- 
tion, by C. Bigg, D.D., late Student 
of Christ Church. Second Edition. 

A practically new translation of this book, 
which the reader has, almost for the first 
time, exactly in the shape in which it 
left the hands of the author. _ 

* A nearer approach to the original than 
has yet existed in English.’ — Academy. 

A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. By J. 
W. Stan bridge, 13. D., Rector of _ 
Ba inton, Canon of York, and some- j 
time Fellow of St. John’s College, 
Oxford. 

' It is probably the best book of its kind. It 
deserves high commendation .’ — Church 
Gazette . 


LYRA INNOCENTIUM. By John 
Keble. Edited, with Introduction 
and Notes, by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 
Pott 8vo. 2 s. ; leather , is. 6d. net. 

‘ This sweet and fragrant book has never 
been published more attractively,’ — 
Academy. 

‘ The work is given in as dainty a form as 
i any it has yet taken.’ — Scotsman. 

1 The analysis and notes are discriminating, 
scholarly, and helpful. ’ — Church Review. 

\ A SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT 
AND HOLY LIFE. By William 
Law. Edited, with an Introduction, 
by C. Bigg, D.D. , late Student of 
Christ Church. 

’Phis is a reprint, word for word and line for 
line, of the Kditio Princcps. 

THE TEMPLE. By George Her- 
bert. Edited, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. , Vicar of Leeds. 

This edition contains Walton’s Life of 
Herbert, and the text is that of the first 
edition. 

‘As neat and desirable an edition of the 
work as can be found.’ — Scotsman. 


Xeafcers of Ifteliflton 

Edited by II. C. BEECHING, M. A. With Portraits, Crown %vo. 3 s.6d. 

A .series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious 
life and thought of all ages and countries. 

The following are ready — 


CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. II. 
Hutton. 

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Over- 
ton, M.A. 

BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. 

W. Daniell, M.A. 

CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. 
Hutton, M.A. 

CHARLES SIMEON. By IT. C. G. 
Moulk, D,D. 

JOHN KEBLE. T3y Walter Lock, 
D.D. 

THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. 
Oliphant. 

LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. 
L. Ottley, M.A. 


AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. 

By E. L. Cutts, D.D. 

WILLIAM LAUD, By W. II. 
Hutton, B.D. 

JOHN KNOX. By F. MacCunn. 
JOHN HOWE. By R. F. Horton, 
I D.D. 

BISHOP KEN. By F. A. Clarke, 
M.A. 

GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER. 

ByT. Hodgkin, D.C.L. 

JOHN DONNE. By AUGUSTUS 
Jkssopp, D.D. 

THOMAS CRANMER. By. A. J. 
Mason. 

BISHOP LATIMER. By R. M. CAR- 
lyle and A. J. Carlyle, M.A. 


Other ▼olnraes will be announced in due course. 
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Fiction 


8 ix 8i.n.Lir:G novels 
Marie Corelli’s Novels 

Crown 8vo. 


A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. 

Twenty-first Edition . 

VENDETTA. Sixteenth Edition. 

TIIELMA, Twenty-third Edition . 

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A 
DEAD SELF. Twelfth Edition. 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Ninth 
Edition. 

WORMWOOD. Tenth Edition. 

BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Thirty- 
fifth Edition . 

* The tender reverence of the treatment 
and the imaginative beauty of the writ- 
ing have reconciled us to the daring of 
the conception, and the conviction is 
forced on us that e /en so exalted a sub- 
ject cannot be made too familiar to us, 


6s. each 

provided it be presented in the true spirit 
of Christian faith. The amplifications 
■tof the Scripture narrative are con- 
ceived with high poetic insight and this 
“Dream of the World’s Traged * is 
a lofty and not inadequate paraphrase 
of the supreme climax of the inspired 
narrative .' — Dublin Review. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 

Forty-second Edition. 

‘ A very powerful piece of work. . . . The 
conception is magnificent, and is likely 
to win an iding place within the 
memory of man. . . . The author has 
immense command of language, and a 
limitless audacity. . . . This interesting 
and remarkable romance will live long 
aftei much of the ephemeral literature 
of the day is forgotten. ... A literary 
phenomenon . . . novel, and even sub- 
lime.' — W. T. Stead in the Review 
of Reviews. 


Anthony Hope’s Novels 


Crown 8‘vo. 

THE GOD IN THE CAR. Ninth 
Edition. 

‘ A very remarkable book, deserving of 
critical analysis impossible within our 
limit *, brilliant, but not superficial ; 
well considered, but not elaborated ; 1 

• constructed with the proverbial art that 
conceals, but yet allows itself to be 
enjoyed by readers to whom fine literary 
method is a keen pleasure.’— The World. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Fifth Edition. 

‘A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are J 
traced with a masterly hand.' — Times. J 

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition. j 

‘Of all Mr. Hope’s books, “A Man of 
Mark” is the one which best compare-, 
with “The Prisoner of Zcnda.’”— . 
National Observer. 


6s. each. • 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIC. Fourth Edition. 

‘It is a perfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivalry, and pure romance. 1 he 
Count is the most constant, desperate, 
and modest and tender of lovers, a peei- 
less gentleman, an intrepid fighter, a 
faithful friend, and a magnanimous foe.’ 
— Guardian . 

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. 

Millar. Fourth Edition. 

‘The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with 
vitality, stirring the blood.’— St. James's 
Gazette. 

‘ From cover to cover “ Phroso ” not only 
engages the attention, but carries the 
reader in little whirls of delight from 
adventure to adventure.' — Academy. 
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SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edition. 

‘There is searching analysis of human 
nature, with a most ingeniously con- 
structed plot. Mr. Hope has drawn the 
contrasts of his women with marvellous 
subtlety and delicacy.' — Times. 

THE KING’S MIRROR. Third \ 
Edition. 


‘In elegance, delicacy, and tact.it ranks 
with the best of his novels, while in the 
wide range of its portraiture and the 
subtilty of its analysis it surpasses all his 
earlier ventures. * — Spectator. 

‘“The King’s Mirror” is a strong book, 
charged with close analysis and exquisite 
irony ; a book full of pathos and moral 
fibre — in short, a book to be read.’— 
Daily Chronicle . 


Gilbert Parker’s Novels 


Crown 8vo. 6s. each. 


PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. 

Fifth Edition. 

* Stories happily conceived and finely ex- 

ecuted. There is strength and genius in 
Mr. Parker’s style.’— Daily Telegraph. 

MRS. FALCIIION. Fourth Edition. 

‘ A splendid study of character.' — 

A thence uni. 

THE TRANSLATION OF A 
SAVAGE.* 

‘The plot is original and one difficult to 
work out; but Mr. Parker has done it 
with great skill and delicacy. ' 

— Daily Chronicle. 

THE TRAIL Of TIIE SWORD. 
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. 

* A rousing and dramatic tale. A book like 

this, in which swords flash, great sur- 
prises are undertaken, and daring deeds 
done, in which men and women live and 
love in the old passionate way, is a joy 
inexpressible .’ — Daily Chronicle . 

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO 
PONTIAC: The Story of a Lost 
Napoleon. Fourth Edition. 

‘ Here we find romance — real, breathing, 
living romance. The character of Val- 
mond is drawn unerringly. '-—Pall Mall 
Gazette. 


AN ADVENTURER OF THE 
NORTH : The Last Adventures of 
1 Pretty Pierre.’ Second Edition. 

‘ The present book is full of fine and mov- 
ing stories of the great North, and it 
will add to Mr. Parker’s already high 
reputation.’— Glasgow Herald. 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. 
Illustrated. Tenth Edition. 

I ‘Mr. Parker has produced a really fine 
j historical novel.’ — Athenaeum. 

1 A great book.’ — Black and White. 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILET- 
TES. Second Edition. 3 ;. 6d. 

‘ Living, breathing romance, unforced 
pathos, and a deeper knowledge of 
human nature than Mr. Parker has ever 
displayed before. ’ Pall Mall Gazette. 

j THE BATTLE OF TIIE STRONG: 

' a Romance of Two Kingdoms. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 

I Nothing more vigorous or more human has 
| come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than thi 1 
novel. It has all the graphic power of 
his last book, with truer feeling for the 
romance, both of human life and wild 
nature.’ — Literature. 
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S. Earing Gould’s Novels 


C~own $ro. 6s. each. 


To say that a book is by the author of ‘'Mehalah'" is to imply that it contains a 
story cast on strong lines, containing dramatic possibilities, vivid and sympathetic descrip- 
tions of Nature, and a wealth of ingenious imagery.' — Speaker. 

‘That whatever Mr. Baring Gould writes is well worth reading, is a conclusion th t may 
be very generally accepted. Hu views of life a- 3 fresh and vigorous, his language 
pointed and characteristic, the incidents of which he makes use are striking and original, 
his characters are life-like, and though somewhat exceptional people, are d.awn and 
coloured with artistic force. Add to this that ..is de criptions of scenes and scenery are 
painted with the loving eyes and skilled Lands oft master of his art, that he is always 
fresh and never dull, and it is no wonder tl at readers have gained confidence in his 
power of amusing and satisfying them, and that year by year his popularity widen. — 
Court Circular. 


ARM I NELL. Eijth Edition „ 

URITH Fifth Edition. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

Seventh, Edition . 

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGEN- 
VEN. Fovrtk Edition. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition. 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth 
Edition. 

MARGERY OF QUETIIER. Third 
Edition. 

JACQUETTA. Third Edition. 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. 


NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition, 
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. 
Tourth Edition. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. 

Third Edition. 

DARTMOOR 1 > > f LLS. 

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illus- 
trated. Second Edition. 

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

DOMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. 

PABO THE PRIEST. 


Conan Doyle. ROUND THE RED , 
LAMP. By A. Conan Doyle. | 
Seventh Edition. Crown 8 m 6s. 

‘The book is far and away the best view 
that has been vouchsafed us behind the 
scenes of the consulting-room.’ — Illus- 
trated London News. 

Stanley Weyman. UNDER THE 
RED ROBE. By Stanley Wey- 
man, Author of ‘ A Gentleman of 
France.’ With Illustrations by R. C. 
WOODVILLE. Fifteenth Edition. 
*Crown 8 vo. 6r. 

‘Every one who reads books at all must 
read this thrilling romance, from the 
first page of which to the last the breath- 
less reader is haled along. An inspira- 
tion of manliness and courage. '—Daily 
Chronicle. 

Lucas Malet. THE WAGES OF 
SIN. By Lucas Malkt. Thir- 
teenth Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6 s. 

Lucas Malet. THE CARTSSIMA. 
By Lucas Malet, Author of ‘ The ! 


Wages of Sin,’ etc. Third Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

George Gissing. THE TOWN TRA- 
VELLER. By George Gissvng, 
Author of * Demos,' ‘ In the Year of 
Jubilee,’ etc. Second Edition. Cr. 
81 >o. 6 s. • 

‘ It is a bright and witty book above nil 
things. Polly Sparkes is a splendid hit 
of work.’ — Pall Mall Gazette 

‘The spirit of Dickens is in it.’ — Bookman. 

George Gissing. THE CROWN OF 
LIFE. By George Gissing, Author 
of ‘Demos,’ ‘The Town Traveller,' 
etc. Crown 8m 6 s. 

‘ Mr. Gissing is at his bett.’ — Academy. 

| ‘ A fine novel.’ — Outlook. 

S. R. Crockett. LOCIIINVAR. By 
S. R. Crockett, Author of ‘The 
Raiders,’ etc. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6r. 

‘Full of gallantry and pathos, of the clash 
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of arms, and brightened by episodes of 
humour and love. . . .’ — Westminster 
Gazette. 

S. R. Crockett. THE STANDARD | 
BEARER. By S. R. Crockett. 
Crown 8 vo. 6r. 

‘ A delightful tale. 1 -— Speaker. 

1 Mr. Crockett at his best.’ — Literature. 

Arthur Morrison. TALES OF 
MEAN STREETS. By Arthur 
Morrison. Fifth Edition. Cr. 

8 vo. 6.y. 

4 Told with consummate art and extra- 
ordinary detail. In the true humanity 
of the book lies its justification, the 
permanence of its interest, and its in- 
dubitable triumph.’ — A thenceum . 

* A great book. The author’s method is 

amazingly effective, and produces a 
thrilling sense of reality. The writer 
lays upon us a master hand. The book 
is simply appalling and irresistible, in 
its interest. It is humorous also ; with- 
out humour it would not make the mark 
it is certain to maLc.’-HWa'. 

Arthur Morrison. A CHILD OF 
THE JAGO. By Arthur Morri- 
son. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

* The book is a masterpiece .’ — Pall Mall 

Gazette. 

‘ Told with great vigour and powerful sim- 
plid ty. ’ — A thenceum. 

Arthur Morrison. TO LONDON 
TOWN. By Arthur Morrison, 
Author of ' Thles of Mean Streets,’ 
etc. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ We have idyllic pictures, woodland scenes * 
full of tenderness and grace. . . . This 
is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison gracious j 
and tender, sympathetic and human.' — j 
Daily Telegraph. 

‘ The easy swing of detail proclaims the | 
master of his subject and the artist in 
rendering.’ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

M. Sutherland. ONE HOUR AND 
THE NEXT. By The Duchess 
of Sutherland. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Passionate, vivid, dramatic.’ — Literatu) e. j 

‘ It possesses marked qualities, descriptivt, ^ 
and imaginative .' — Moaning Post. ■ - 


Mrs. Clifford. A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. By Mrs. W. K. Clif- 
ford, Author of ’Aunt Anne,' etc. 
Second Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ The story is a very beautiful one, exquis- 
itely told.’ — Speaker, 

Emily Lawless. HURRISH. By the 
Honble. Emily Lawless, Author of 
‘ Maelcho,’ etc. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 6s. 

Emily Lawless. MAELCHO : a Six- 
teenth Century Romance. By the 
Honble. Emily Lawless. Second 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ A really great book.’ — Spectator. 

‘ One of the most remarkable literary 
achievements of this generation.’ — Man- 
chester Guardian. 

Emily Lawless. TRAITS AND 
CONFIDENCES. By the Honble. 
Emily Lawless. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

Eden Phillpotts. THE HUMAN 
BOY. By Eden Phillpotts, Author ■ 
of 1 Children of the Mist.' With a 
Frontispiece. Fourth Edition. Crown 
8 vo. 6s. 

‘ Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what school- 
boys do, and can lay bare their inmost 
thoughts; likewise he shows an all-per- 
vading sense of humour.’ — Academy. 

E. W. Hornung. THE AMATEUR 
CRACKSMAN. By E. W. Hor- 
nung. Crown 8 vo. 6l 

‘ An audaciously entertaining volume.' — 
Spectator. 

Jane Barlow. A CREEL OF IRISH 
STORIES. By Jane Barlow, 
Author of ‘Irish Idylls.’ Second 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

1 Vivid and singularly real.’ — Scotsman. 

Jane Barlow. FROM THE EAST 
UNTO THE WEST. By Janh 
Barlow. Crown 8 vo . 6s. 

Mrs. Caffyn. ANNEMAULEVERER. 
By Mrs. Caffyn (Iota), Author of 
‘ The Yellow Aster.’ Second Edition . 
Crown Svo. 6s. 
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Benjamin. £wift. SIREN CITY. By 
Benjamin Swift, Author of ‘ Nancy 
Noon.' Crown 8 vo. b.r. 

‘“Siren City” is certainly his best V ok, 
and it is the work of a strong man. It 
lias sobriety, not only of manner, but of 
spirit’ — A Cade my. 

J. H. Findlater. THE GREEN 
GRAVES OF BALGOWRIF Bv 
Jane H. Findlater. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. bs. 

‘A powerful and vivid story.’— Standard, j 

‘ A beautiful story, sad and strange as truth 
itself.’ — Can ity I' a ir . 

‘A very charming and pathetic tale.’ — Fail 
Moll ( iazette . 

‘A singularly original, clever, and beautiful 
story.’— Guardian. 

‘ Reveals to us a new writer of und- ubted 
faculty and reserve force,’ — Spectator. 

‘An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting, and 
beautiful .’ — Black and White. , 

J. H. Findlater. A DAUGHTER 
OF STRIFE. By Jane Helen 

• Findlater. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

J. H. Findlater. RACHEL. By 

. Jane H. Findlater. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ A not unworthy successor to “ The Green 
Graves of Balgowrie." ’ — Critic. 

Mary Findlater. OVER THE 
HILLS. By Mary Findlater. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

1 A strong and wise book of deep insight and 
unflinching truth .’ — Birmingham Post. 

Mary Findlater. BETTY M US- 
GRAVE. By Mary Findlater. 
Second Edition. Croum 8 vo. 6s. 

‘Handled with dignity and delicacy. . . . 

A most touching stoi v.’— .S pec tator. 

Alfred Ollivant. OWD BOB, TIIE 
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. By 
Alfred Ollivant. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

‘Weird, thrilling, strikingly graphic.’— 
Punch. 

‘ We admire this book. . . . It is one to read 
with admiration and to praise with en- 
thusiasm.’— Bookman. 

1 It is a fine, open-air, blood-stirring book, 
to be enjoyed by every man and woman 
to whom a dog is dear.’— Literature. 

B. M. Croker. PEGGY Or THE 
BARTONS. By B. M. Croker, 


Author of ' Diana Bar-iiigton, 

Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
Mrs. Cromer excels in the admirably simple, 
easy, and di-cct flow of her narrative, the 
brisknes - of her dialogue, and the geni- 
ality of her portraiture.’— Spectator. 

MaryL. rendered. AN ENG I TSH- 
MAN. By Mary L. Pendkked. 
Ci own 8 vo. 6s. 

1 Her book is most healthy in tone, and 
leases a pleasant taste in the mouth. ’- 
Fall Mall Gazette. 

A very noble book. It is filled with wisd i 
and sympathy.’ — Literary World. 

‘At o.ice sound and diverting.' — Academy. 

Morley Roberts. THE PLUN- 
DERERS. By Morley Roberts, 
Author of ‘ The Colossus/ etc. 
Crown 8vo. 6.f, 

‘The author se< _> s and maintains the 
reader's lively interest in his clever ab- 
surdities.’ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

‘ 1 he whe le atmosphere is one of high spirits 
and high comedy.’- -Globe. 

‘ Mr. Roberts writes of real people who do 
things and know things.’ — Black and 
IV kite. 

Norma Lorimer. MIRRY-ANN. By 
Norma Lorimer, Authcft of 'Jo- 
siah’s Wife. ’ Crown 8vc. 6s. 

‘The heroine is rare and striking, but 
then igh woman and altogether lovable, 
and the plot is luisk and well sustaiilfcd.’ 
— Pall Mall Gazette. 

‘ It is a Manx story, and a right able story. 
The atmosphere is excellent, the descrip- 
tive passages fine, and the story is one 
which will repay perusal.’ — Glasgow 
Herald. 

‘A Manx novel which is at once sincere, 
poetical, and in the best sense true.’ — 
Academy. 

Helen Shipton. THE STRONG GOD 
CIRCUMSTANCE. By Helen 
SiIlPTON. Crown 8v$. 6s. 

‘A story of high merit and many attrac- 
tions. ’ — Scotsman. 

* An up-to-date story— and a very beautiful 
one — of self-sacrifice.’ — Daily 'Tele- 
graph . 

‘ A most effective story, written with both 
insight and imagination.’ — Leeds Mer- 
cury. 
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Violet Hunt. THE HUMAN IN- 
TEREST. By Violet Hunt, 
Author of ‘A Hard Woman,’ etc. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘Clever observation and unfailing wit.’ — 
Academy. 

‘The insight is keen, the irony is deli- 
cate.’— IVorld. 

H. G. Wells. THE STOLEN BA- 
CILLUS, and other Stories. By 
H. G. Wells. Second Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ The impressions of a very striking imagina- 
tion.’ — Saturday Review. 

H. G. Wells. THE PL ATTN ER 
STORY and Others. By II. G. 
Wells. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
6s. 

‘Weird and mysterious, they seem to hold 
the reader as by a magic spell.’ — Scots- 
man. 

Richard Marsh. MARVELS AND 
MYSTERIES. By Richard 
Marsh, Author of ' The Beetle.’ 
Crozvn 8vo. 6.r. 

‘While under their immediate influence the 
reader is conscious of nothing but thrill- 
ing excitement and curiosity.’— Glasgow 
J! era l<^ 

‘Ingeniously constructed and well told.' — 
Morning Leader. 

‘ Admirably selected and of the very best.’ 
— Christian IVorld. 

Esm6 Stuart. CHRISTALLA. By 

Ksm£ Stuart, Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ The ‘ 'ry is happily conceived, and enter - 
; r ■ — Scotsman. 

‘An excellent siory, pathetic, and full of 
humour .’ — A thounan. 

‘We wish that we came across more hooks 
like this clever and charming story. — 
Leeds Mercury. 

Sara Jeannette Duncan. A VOYAGE 
OF CONSOLATION. By Sara 
Jeannette Duncan, Author of ' An 
American Ghl in London.’ Illus- 
trated. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

' A most delightfully bright book.’— Daily 
Telegraph. 

‘ The dialogue is full of wit. — Globe. 

Sara Jeannette Duncan. THE PATH 
OF A STAR. By Sara Jeannette 


Duncan, Author of ' A Voyage ot 
Consolation.’ Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Crozvn 8 vo. 6s. 

* Richness and fullness of local colouring, 

brilliancy of style, smiting phrases, and 
the display of very pretty humour are 
graces which are here in profusion. The 
interest never flags. ’ — Pa 1 1 Mall Gazette. 

C. F. Keary. THE JOURNALIST. 

By C. F. Keary. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ It is rare indeed to lind such poetical sym- 
pathy with Nature joined to close study 
of character and singularly truthful dia- 
logue : but then “ The Journalist ” is 
altogether a rare book.’ — Athenceum. 

| W. E. Norrig. MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
By W. E. Norris, Author of ‘ Made- 
moiselle cle Mersac,’ etc. Fourth 
Edition. Crozvn 8vo. 6s. 

‘ An intellectually satisfactory and morally 
bracing novel.’ — Daily Telegraph. 

W. E. Norris. HIS GRACE. By W. 1-', 
NORRIS. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
6s. 

W. E. Norris. THE DESPOTIC 
LADY AND OTHERS. By W. E. 
Norris. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

W. E. Norris. CLARISSA FURIOSA. 
By W. E. Norris. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

‘ As a story it is admirable, as a jcu d’esprit 
it is capital, as a lay sermon studded 
with gems of wit and wisdom it is a 
model.’— The IVorld. 

W. E. Norris. GILES ING1LBY. By 
W. E. NoRRis. //lustra fed. Second 
Edition. Crozvn 8 vo. 6s. 

* Interesting, wholesome, and charmingly 

written.’ — Glasgow Herald. 

W. E. Norris. AN OCTAVE.* By 
W. E. Norris. Second Edition. 
Crozvn 8 vo. 6s. 

‘A very perfect exposition of the self- 
restraint, the perfect knowledge of so- 
ciety and its ways, the delicate sense of 
humour, which are the main chaiae- 
teristics of this very accomplished 
author.’ — Country Life. 

Ernest Glanville. THE DESPATCH 
RIDER. By Ernest Glanville, 
Author of ‘ The Kloof Bride. ’ Crozvn 
8 vo. 6s. 

A highly interesting story of the present 
Boer War by an author who knows the 
country well, and has had experience of 
Boer campaigning. 
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W. Claris Russell. MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. By W. Clark 
Russell. Illustrated . Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6 s. 

Robert Barr. IN THE MIDST Ob 
ALARMS. By Robert Barr. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 uo. 6s. 

* A book which lias abundantly satisfied us 

by its capital humour.’ — Daily Chronic!*. 
‘Mr. Barr has achieved a triumph.'— r W/ 
Mall Gazette. 

Robert Barr. THE MUTABLE 
MANY. By Robert Barr. Second 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6r. 

‘ Very much the best novel that Mr. Barr 
has yet given ns. There is much insight 
in it, and much excellent humour.’ — 
Daily Chronicle. 

Robert Barr. TIIF. COUNTESS , 
TEKLA, By Robert Barr. Third j 
Edition . Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ Of these mediaeval romances, which are 
now gaining ground, “The Countess 
Tekla”is the very best we have seen. 
The stoiy is written in clear English, 
and a picturesque, moving style.' — Fall 
Mali Gazette. 

Andrew Balfour. BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. By A. Balfour. Illus- 
trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

A banquet of good things.’ — Academy. 

‘ A recital of thrilling interest, told with 
unflagging vigour.’ — Globe. 

‘ An unusually excellent example of a semi- 
historic romance.' — World. 

Andrew Balfour. TO ARMS ! By ] 
Andrew Balfour. Illustrated. ' 
Second Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. j 

* The marvellous penis through which Allan 

passes are told m powerful and lively 
fashion.’ — Fall Mall Curette. j 

Andrew Balfour. VENGEANCE IS j 
MINE. By Andrew Balfour, 

* Author of ‘By Stroke of Sword.’ 

Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A vigoious piece of work, well written, and 
abounding in stirring incidents.’ — Glas- 
gow Herald. 

J. Maclaren Cobban. TIIE KING 

OF ANDAMAN : A Saviour of 
Society. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘An unquestionably interesting book. It 
contains one character, at least, who has 
in him the root of immortality.’— Fall 
Mall Gazette. 


J. Maclaren Cobban. THE ANGEu, 
OF THE COVENANT. By J. 
Maclaren Cobban. Cr. 8m 6s. 

R. N. Stephens. AN ENEMY TO 
THE K^NG. By R. N. Stephens. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ It is full of movement, and the movement 
is always buoyant ’ — Scotsman 

‘ A stirring sioiy with plenty (F movciut nt.’ 
— 'Hick and White. 

• 

R. N. Stephens. A GENTLEM * N 
PLAYER. By R. N. Stephens, 
Author of ‘An Enemy to the King.' 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘A bright and spirited romance of adven- 
ture, full of movement and changing 
action. ’ — Scotsman. 

R. Hichens. B VT? WAYS. By Robert 
Hichens. Author of ‘Flames, etc.' 
Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

1 The work is undeniably that of a man of 
striking imaginat.jn.’— Daily News. 

J. S Fletcher. THE PATHS OF 
THE PRUDENT. By J. S. Flet- 
cher. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

J. B. Burton. IN THI? DAY OF 
ADVERSITY. By ) . Bloundeli.k- 
BUK'iON. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

‘Unusually intciostii g and full of J^ighly 
dramatic situations Guardian. 

J. B. Burton. DENOUNCED. By 

J. BLOUNDELLK-fiURTON. Second 
Edition. Ci own 8vo. 6s. 

‘ A fine, manly, spirited piece of work.' — 
World. 

J. B. Burton. THE CLASH OF 
ARMS. By J. Rloundelle-Buk- 
ton. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ A brave story— brave in deed, brave in 
word, brave in thought.' — St. James's 
Gazette. 

J. B. Burton. ACROSS THE SALT 
SEAS. By J. Bloundelle-Burton. 
Second Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ The very essence of the true romantic 
spirit.’ — Truth. 
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W. C. Scully. THE WHITE HECA- 
TOMB. By W. C. Scully, Author 
of ‘ Kafir Stories.’ Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

‘ Reveals a marvellously intimate under- 
standing of the Kaffir mind .’ — African 
Critic. 

W. C. Scully. BETWEEN SUN 


AND SAND. By W. C, Scully, 
Author of ‘The White Hecatomb.’ 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

‘The reader passes at once into the veiy 
atmosphere of the African desert : the 
inexpressible space and stillness swallow 
him up, and there is no world for<him but 
that immeasurable waste.’ — Atherurutn. 


OTHER 8IX SHILUNQ NOVELS 

eCrown 8vo. 


DANIEL WHYTE. By A. J. Daw- 
son. 

THE CAPSINA. By E. F. Benson. 

DODO : A DETAIL OF THE DAY. 1 
By E. F. Benson. 

THE VINTAGE. By E. F. Benson. 
Illustrated by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 

ROSE A CIIARLITTE. By Mar- 
shall Saunders. 

WILLOWBRAKK. By R. Murray 
Gilchrist. 

THINGS THAT HAVE HAP- 
PENED. By Dorothea Gerard. 

SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE. By 
Mrs. Olipjiant. 

TIIE TWO MARYS. By Mrs. 

OlHPIIANT. | 

TIIE LADY’S WALK. By Mrs. 
Our II A NT. 

LONE PINE: A ROMANCE OF 
MEXICAN LIFE. By R. B. 
Townsiiknd. 

WILT THOU HAVE THIS 
WOMAN ? By J. Maclaren 
Cobban. 

A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. By 
Percy White. 

SECRETARY 1:0 BAYNE, M.P. 
By W. Pett Ridge. 

ADRIAN ROME. By E. Dawson 
and A. Moore. 

THE BUILDERS. By J. S. 
Fletcher. 


GALLIA. By M£nie Muriel 
Dow ie. 

TIIE CROOK OF TIIE BOUGH. 
By Minnie Muriel Dowie. 

A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. 
By J ulian Corbett. 

MISS ERIN. By M. E. Francis. 

ANANIAS. By the lion. Mrs. Alan 
Bkodrjck. 

CORRAGEEN IN ' 98 . By Mrs. 
Orpen. 

THE PLUNDER PIT. By J. Keigh- 
ley Snowden. 

CROSS TRAILS. By Victor Waite. 

SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. 

By Mrs. Walford. 

KIRKIIAM’S FIND. By Mary 
Gaunt. 

DEADMAN’S. By Mary Gaunt. 

CAPTAIN JACOBUS : A ROMANCE 
OF THE ROAD. By L. Cope Corn- 
ford. 

SONS OF ADVERSITY. By L. Cop 4 k 
Corn ford. 

THE KING OF ALBERIA. By 
Laura Daintrey. 

THE DAUGHTER OF ALOUETTE. 
By Mary A. Owen. 

CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. 
By Ellen F. Pinsent. 

AN ELECTRIC SPARK. By G. 
Manville Fenn. 
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UNDER , SHADOW OF THE 
MISSION, By L. S. McChesney. 

THE SPECULATORS. By J. F. 
Brewer. 

THE SPIRIT OF STORM. By 
RonAld Ross, 

THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. By 
Clive P. Wolley. 

A HOME IN INVERESK. By T. 
L. Paton. 

MISS ARMSTRONG’S AND 
OTHER CIRCUMSTANCES. By 
John Davidson. , 

DR. CONGALTON'S LEGACY. By ■ 
Henry Johnston. 

TIME AND THE WOMAN. By 
Richard Pryce. 

THIS MAN'S DOMINION. By the 
Author of 4 A High Little World. 4 

DIOGENES OF LONDON. By H. I 
B. Marriott Watson. 


THE STONE DRAGON. B / 
Murray Gilchrist. 

A VICAR’S WIFE. By Evelyn 
Dickinson. 

ELSA. By E. M 'Queen Grav. 

THE SINGER OF MARLY. By I. 

I Hooper. 

THE FALL OF THE SPARROW. 
By M. C. Balfour. 

A SERIOUS COMEDY. By Herbert 
Morrah. 

THE FAITHFUL CITY. By 

Herbert Morrah. 

IN THE GREAT DEEP. By J. A. 
Barry. 

BIJLI, THE DANCER. By James 
Blythe Patton, 

JOSIAH’S WiiE, By Norma 
Lorimer. 

THE PHILANTHROPIST. By 

Lucy Maynard. 

VAUSSORE. By Francis Brune. 


THREE-AND-8IXPENNY NOVEL8 

Crown 8 vo . 


DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVEL- 
IST. 42 nd thousand. By Edna 
Lyall. 

A SON OF THE STATE. By W. 
Pett Ridge. 

CEASE FIRE 1 By J. Maclaren 
Cobban. Crown 81 >0. 3 s. 6 d, 

A stirring Story of the Boer War of 1881, 
including the Siege of Potchefstrom and 
the Defeat of Majuba. 

1 Brightly told and drawn with a strong and 
sure hand/ — St. James's Gazette. 

‘ A capital novel.’ — Scotsman. 

1 Fact and fiction are so deeply woven 
together that the book reads like a fas- 
cinating chapter of history.’— Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. By Ernest 
Glanville. 

A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. 
By W. C. Scully. 

SUBJECT TO VANITY, by Mar- 
garet Benson. 


THE SIGN OF THE SPIDER. Fifth 
Edition. By Bertram Mitfok.j. 

THE MOVING FINGER. By Mary 
Gaunt. 

JACO TRELOAR. fty J. H. Pearce. 
THE DANCE OF THE HOURS. 

| By ‘Vera.’ 

A WOMAN OF FORTY. By Esm£ 
Stuart, 

A CUMBERER OF THE GROUND. 
By Constance Smith. 

THE SIN OF ANGELS. By Evelyn 
Dickinson. # 

AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. 
By X. L. 

THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. 
By Standish O’Grady. 

THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY 
WINGS. By Angus Eyan Abbott, 
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THE STAR GAZERS. By G. Man^ * A CAVALIER’S LADYE. By Mrs. 
ville Fenn. { Dicker. 

THE POISON OF ASPS. By R. i TH E PRODIGALS. By Mrs. 
Orton Prowse. j Oliphant. 

THE QUIET MRS. FLEMING. By j TI1E SUPPLANTER. By P. Neu- 
R. PRYCE. | MANN. 

DISENCHANTMENT. By F. Mabel ! A MAN WITH BLACK" EYE- 
Robinson. LASFIES. By H. A. Kennedy. 

THE SQUIRE OF WANDALES. A HANDFUL OF EXOTICS. By 
By A. Shield. S. Gordon. 

A REVEREND GENTLEMAN, By AN ODD EXPERIMENT. By 
J. M. Cobban. Hannah Lynch. 

A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By TALES OF NORTHUMBRIA. By 
W. E. Norris. Howard Pease. 

HALF-CROWN NOVELS 


Crown 8vo. 


HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel 
Robinson. 

THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By 
F. Mabel Robinson. 

MR. BUTLER’S WARD. By F. 
Mabel Robinson. 

ELI’S CHILDREN By G. Man- 
VILLE FENN. 

A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Man- 
ville Fenn. 

DISARMED. By M. Betham 
Edwards. 


IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By 
the Author of ‘Indian Idylls.’ 

MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. 
M ‘Queen Gray. 

JACK’S FATHER. By W. E. 
Norris. 

A LOST ILLUSION. By Leslie 
Keith. 

THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA 
DAVIDSON, Christian and Com- 
munist. By E, Lynn Lynton. 
Eleventh Edition u Post 8 vo, is. 


Uhc IRcwelist 

Messrs. Methuen are making an interesting experiment which constitutes a 
fresh departure in publishing. They are issuing under the above general title 
a Monthly Series of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. Many 
of these Novels have never been published before. Each Number is as long as 
the average Six Shilling Novel. The first numbers of ‘The Novelist’ are as 


follows 

I. DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES, j 

E. W. Hornung. | 

II. JENNIE BAXTER. JOURNA- j 

III. THE INCA’S TREASURE. I 

Ernest ©lan ville. I 

IV. A SON OF THE STATE W 

Pett Ridge, i 

V. FURZE BLOOM. S. Baring 

Goull\ 

VI. BUNTERS CRUISE. C. 

GlEjiG, 


VII. THE GAY DECEIVERS. 

Arthur Moore. 

VIII. PRISONERS OF WAR. -A. 

Boysow Weekes. 

IX. THEADVENTUREOF PRIN- 
CESS SYLVIA. Mrs. C. F. 
Williamson 

X. VELDT AND LAAGER , Tales 
of the Transvaal E. S v.u , F ^ . 
TINE. 

XL THE NIGGER KNIGHTS. 

F, Nor keys Connell. 

XII. A MARRIAGE AT SEA. W, 
Clark Russell, 
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' Books for Boys and Girls 

A Series of Books by wel. known . Authors , well illustrated. 


THREF-AND-SIXPENCE EACH 


TIIK ICELANDER’S SWORD By 
S. Baring Gould. 

TWO LITTLE CHILDREN AND 
CUING. By Edith E. Cuthei.l. 
TODDLEBEN’S HERO. By M. M. 
Blake. 

ONLY A GUARD- ROOM DOG. 

By Edith E. Cuthkll. 

THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. 
By Harry Collingwood, 


MASTER KOCKAFELLAR’S VOY- 
AGE. By W. Clark Russell. 

| SYD BELTON : Or, The Bey w ho 
would not ^o to Sea. By C. Man- 
yn.LL Fenn. 

THEfWALLYPUG T N LONDON. 

By G. E. Farrovl 
ADVENTURES IN WALLYPUG 
LAND. By G. E. Farrow. 55. 


The Peacock Library 

A Series of Books for Girls by well- known Authors, handsomely bound , 
and well illustrated. 

THREE-AND-8IXPENCE EACH 

THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. DUMPS. By Mrs. Parr. 

. MoleSWORTH, a girl qv THE PEOPLE. By 

THE SECRET OF MADAME DE L- T. Meade 
MONLUG By the Author of HEPSY GIPSY By L, T Meade. 
‘ Mdlc. Mori/ 2 r. 6 d. 

OUT OF THE FASHION. By L. ! THE HONOURABLE MISS. By 
T. Meade. j L. T„ Meade. 


University Extension Series 

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable for 
extension students and home*reading circles Each volum? is complete in 
itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a broad and 
philosophic spirit. 

Edited by J- E, SYMES, M.A., 

» Principal of University College, Nottingham. 

Crown Svo Price ( with some exceptions ) 2s. 6d„ 


The following volumes are ready — 

M.A r Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon. 
Third Edition , * 


THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF | 
ENGLAND. By H. de B. Gibbins, 1 
Litt.D., M.A., late Scholar of Wad- ! 
ham College, Oxon., Cobden Prize- | 
man. Seventh Edition , Revised. 

1 1 ilk Maps and Plans . 3 s. 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITI- 
CAL ECONOMY By L L, Price, 


PROBLEMS OF POVERTY : An 
Inquiry into the Industrial Condi- 
tions of the Poor. By J, A. Hobson, 
M A Fourth Edition 


VICTORIAN POETS, By A Sharp. 
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THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By 
J. E. Symes, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. Granger, 
M.A. Second Edition . 

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT 
LIFE : Lower Forms. By G. 
MASSEE. With Illustrations. 

AIR AND WATER. By V. B. Lewes, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE r AND 
HEALTH. By C. W. Kimmins, 
M.A. Illustrated . 

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY 
LIFE. By V. P. Sells, M.A. Illus- 
trated. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
By H. de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. 

ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE 
IN THE SEVENTEENTH CEN- 
TURY. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The 
Elementary Principles of Chemistry. 
By M. M. Pattison Muir, M.A. 
Illustrated. 

A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY. By M. C. 
POTTErt, M.A., F.L.S, Illustrated. 
3s. 6 d. 


THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A 
Popular Introduction to Astronomy. 
By R. A. Gregory. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of 
Weather and Climate. By. H. N. 
Dickson, F.R.S.E., F.R. Met. Soc. 
Illustrated. 

A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAL 
SCIENCE. By George J. Burch, 
M.A., F. R.S. With numerous Illus- 
trations. y. 

THE EARTH. An Introduction to 
Physiography. By Evan Small, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

INSECT LIFE. By F. W. Theo- 
bald, M.A. Illustrated. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE 
TO BROWNING. By W. M. 
Dixon, M.A. 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERN- 
MENT. By E. Jenks, M.A., Pro- 
fessor of Law at University College, 
Liverpool. 

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. By 
G. L. Dickinson, Fellow of King’s 
College, Cambridge. Second Edition . 


Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. ini B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 

Crown 8 vo. 2 s. 6d. 

A series of volumes upon those topics of social, economic, and industrial 
interest that are at the present moment foremost in the public mind. 
Each volume of the series is written by an author who is an acknowledged 
authority upon 'the subject with which he deals. 

The following Volumes of the Series are ready ‘ — 

TRADE UNIONISM-NEW AND THE CO-OPERATIVE MOVE- 
OLD. By G. Howell. Second MENT TO-DAY. By G. J. Holy- 
Edition, OAKE. Second Edition . 
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J. j TIIE STATE AND ITS CHIL- 
DREN. By Gertrude! uckwkll. 

By J. | WOMEN'S WORK. ByLadyDilkk, 
Fourth Edition, | Miss Bulley, and Miss Whitley . 


By Rev. 

Fkome Wilkinson, M.A. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. 

A. Hobson, M.A. 

THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. 
By C.*F. Bast able, M.A., Professor 
of Economics at Trinity College, 
Dublin. Second Edition . 

THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. 
II. Wilkins, B.A. 

THE RURAL EXODUS. By P. 
Anderson Graham. 

LAND NATIONALIZATION. By 
Harold Cox, B.A. 

A SHORTER WORKING PAY. 
By H. de R. Gibbins, D.Litt., M.A., 
and R. A. Hadfield. of the Hecla 
Works, Sheffield. 

BACK TO THE LAND: An Inquiry 
into the Cure for Rural Depopulation. 
iiy I-I. E. Moore. 

TRUSTS, POOLS AND CORNERS. 
. By J. Stephen Jeans. 

THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. 
W. Cooke-Taylor. 


SOCIALISM AND MODERN 
THOUGHT. By M. Kaui-mafn. 

THE HOUSING OF THE WORK- 
1 ING CLASSES. By E. Bowmaker. 

MODERN CIVILIZATION IN 
SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS. By W. Cunninghaj 
D.I)., Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UN- 
EMPLOYED. By J. A. Hobson, 
B.A. 

LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By 
Arthur Sherw^ll, M.A. Second 
Edition. 

RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. 
By Clement Edwards. 

I WORKHOUSES AND PAUPER- 
ISM. By Louisa Twining. 

UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS. By W. Reason, 
M.A. 


Classical Translations 

Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxf<yd. 


ZESCHYLUS — Agamemnon, Choe- 
phoroe, Eumenides. Translated by 
Lewis Campbell, LL.D., late Pro- 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews. 5 s. 

CICERO— De O^atore I. Translated 
by E. N. P. Moor, M.A. 35. 6d. 

CIC^ERO — Select Orations(Pro Milonc, 
Pro Murena, Philippic 11., In Catili- 
nam). Translated by H. E. D. 
Blakiston, M.A,, Fellow and Tutor 
of Trinity College, Oxford. 55. 

CICERO — De Natura Deorum. Trans- 
lated by F. Brooks, M.A., late 
Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. 
3 s. 6 d. 

HCERO DE OFFICII S. Translated 
by G. B. Gardiner, M.A. Crown 
8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. 


1 HORACE: THE ODES AND 
EPODES. Translated by A. 
Godley, M.A., Fell8w of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. 2 s. 

LUCIAN — Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, 
Icaro - Menippus, The Cock, The 
Ship, The Parasite, The Lover of 
Falsehood). Translated by S. T. 
Irwin, M.A., Assistant Master at 
Clifton ; late Scholar of Exeter 
College, Oxford. 35. 6d. 

SOPHOCLES — Electra and Ajax. 
Translated by E, D. A. Morshead, 
M.A., Assistant Masier at Win- 
chester. 2 s. 6d. 

TACITUS — Agricola and Germania, 
Translated by R. B. Townshend, 
late Scholar of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge. 2 s. 6 d. 
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©jforb Classical Ccjts. 

Messrs. Methuen arc about to publish in conjunction with the Clarendon 
Press a series of classical texts edited by competent scholars from tbc best MSS. 


THUCYDIDIS HISTORIAE, Lifri | 
I. -IV. By II. Stuart Jones. 
Paper Covers, 35. Limp Cloth , y. 6 d. 

PLATONIS OPERA, Tom. i. (Tetra- 
logiae I.-1I.) By J. Barnet. 
Paper Covers , y. Limp Cloth, 6s. 

LVCRETI CAR I DE RERVM 
NATVRA. By C. Bailey. Paper 
Covers, 2 s . 6tl. Limp Cloth, 31. 

CORNELTl TACITI OPERA MIN- 
ORA. By H. Furnkaux. Paper 
Covers, is. Oil. Limp Cloth , 2 s. 


AESCHYU TRAGOEDIAE CUM 
FRAGMENTIS. By A. Sidgwick. 
Paper Covers, y. Limp Cloth, 35. 6 d. 
APOLLON 1 1 RHOD1I ARGONAU- 
TICA. By R. C. Seaton. Paper 
Covers, 2 s. 6 d. Limp Cloth, y. 
ARISTOPHAN1S COMOEDIAK. 
Tom. 1. By F. W. Hall and W. 
M. Geld ART. Paper Covers , y. 
Limp Cloth, 3?. 6d. 

XENOPHONTIS OPERA. Tom. i. 
(Historia Graeca). By E. C. Mar- 
ciiant. Paper Covers, 2 s. Od. Limp 
Cloth, y. 


Educational Books 

CLASSICAL 


THE NICOMACHEAN ETHICS 
OF ARISTOTLE. Edited with an 
Introduction and Notes by John 
Burnet, M.A., Professor of Gretk 
at St. Andrews. Demy 8vo. 15 c 
net. 

This edition contains parallel passages from 
the Eudemian Ethics, printed under the 
text, and there is a full commentary, the 
main object df which is to interpret dilTi- 
cullies tn the light of Aristotle’s own 
rules. 

‘ An edition which reflects every credit upon 
its author’s learning and critical acumen, 
and which cannot but prove heartily wel- 
come to all classes of Greek scholars.’ 

— Scotsman. 

1 It forms a valuable addition to the existing 
literature on the subject.’ 

—Glasgow Herald, j 

‘ We must content ourselves with saying, in 
conclusion, that we have seldom, if ever, 
seen an edition of any classical author in 
which what is held in common with other 
commentators is so clearly and shortly 
put, and what is original is (with equal 
brevity) of such value and interest. ’ 

-Pilot. 


PLAUTI BACCHIDES. Edited with 
Introduction, Commentary, and 
Critical Notes by J. M'Cosh, M.A, 
Fcap. 4 to . T 2 s. 6d, 

A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Selected 
by E. C. March ant, M.A., Fellow 
of Petcrhouse, Cambridge, and Assis- 
tant Master at St. Paul’s School. 
Crown 8 vo. y. 6d. 

PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANS- 
LATION. By E. C. Marchant, 
M.A., Fellow of Peterhouse, Cam- 
bridge ; and A. M. Cook, M.A.* late 
Scholar of Wadham College, Oxford; 
Assistant Masters at St. Paul’s School. 
Crown 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

‘ We know no book of this class better fitted 
for use in the higher forms of schools.’—- 
Guardian. 

TACITI AGRICOLA. With Intro- 
duction, Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. 
Davis, M.A. , Assistant Master at 
Weymouth College. Crown 8vo. 2 s. 
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TACITI GERMANIA. By the same 
Editor. Crown 8 vo. 25. 

HERODOTUS : EASY SELEC- 

TIONS. With Vocabulary. By A. ( 
LidiTell, M.A. Fcap. 8 vo. I*. 6 d. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE CDYS 
SEY. ByE. D. Stone, M. A., late 
Assistant Master at Eton. Fcap, 8 vo, 1 
15. 6 d. J 

PLAUTUS: THE CAPTIVl. 

Adapted for Lower Forms by J. II. 
Freese, M.A., late Fellow of St. I 
John’s, Cambridge, is. 6d. j 

DEMOSTHENES AGAINST 
CONON AND CALLICLES. I 
Edited with Notes and Vocabulary, j 
by F. Darwin Swift, M.A, Fcap. 

8 :o, 25. 

’EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCI- 
DENCE. By S. E. Winbolt, I 


Assistant Master in Christ’s Hospital. 
Crown 800. is t )d. 

An elementary book adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the shorter Latin 
primer. 

I NOTES CN GREEK AND LATIN 
SYNTAX. ByG. BucklandGref.n, 
M.A., Assistant Master at Edinburgh 
Academy, late Fellow of St. John’s 
Coftege, Oxon. Crown 8 vo. 35. 6 d. 

Notes and explanations on the chief dnn- 
cutties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with 
numerous passages for exercise. 

NEW TESTAMENT GREEK. A 
Course for Beginners. By G. Rod- 
well, B.A. With a Preface by 
Walter Lot D.D., Warden of 
Keble College. Fcap. 8 vo. 35. 6 d. 

THE FROGS OF ARISTOPHANES. 
Translated by E. W. Huntingford, 
M.A., Professor of Classics in Trinity 
College, Toronto. Cr. 8 vo. 2 5. 6 d. 


GERMAN 


A COMPANION GERMAN GRAM- 
MAR. By II. DE B. Gibbins, D.Litt., j 
M.A., Headmaster at Kidderminster 
Grammar School. Crown 8vo. 15. 6 d . 


GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. By E. 
M'Queem Gray. Crown 8 vo. 
25. 6 d . • 


SCIENCE 


DAIRY BACTERIOLOGY. A Short 
Manual for the Use of Students. By 
Dr. Ed. von Freudenkeich, Trans- 
lated by J. R. Ainsworth Davis, 
M.A. Second Edition , Revised. 
Crown 8vo. 2 5. 6 d. 

OUTLINES OF BIOLOGY. By P. 
Chalmers Mitchell, M.A. Illus- 
trated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

A text-book designed to cover the new 


Schedule issued by the Royal College 
of Physicians and Surgeons. 

A MONOGRAPH OF THE MYXO- 
GASTRES. By George Massee. 
With 12 Coloured Plates. Royal 8 vo. 
18 1. net. 

‘ A work much in advance of any book in 
the language treating of this group of 
organisms. Indispensable to every 
student of the Myxogastres.'— Nature. 
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ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR 
WOVEN FABRICS. By C. 
Stephenson, of The Technical 
College, Bradford, and F. Suddards, 
of The Yorkshire College, Leeds. 
With 65 full-page plates. Demy 8 vo. 
Second Edition, ys. 6d. 

' The hook is very ably done, displaying an 
intimate knowledge of principles, good 
taste, and the faculty of clear imposi- 
tion,’— Yorkshire Post. 

GENERAL ELEMENTARY 
SCIENCE. By J. T. Dunn, D.Sc., 
and V. A. Mundella. With many 
Illustrations. Crown 8 vo. 3*. 6 d. 

[Methuen s Science Primers . 

THE WORLD OF SCIENCE. In- 


cluding Chemistry, Heat, Light, 
Sound, Magnetism, Electricity, 
Botany, Zoology, Physiology, As- 
tronomy, and Geology. By R. 
Elliott Steel, M.A., F.C.*S. 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr ; 
8m is. 6d. 

ELEMENTARY LIGHT. By R. E. 
Steel. With numerous Illustrations. 

• Crown 8 vo. 4 s. 6d. 

I VOLUMETRIC ANALYSIS. By J. 
B. Russell, B.Sc., Science Master 
at Burnley Grammar School. Cr. 
8 m is, 

* A collection of useful, well-arranged notes.’ 
— School Guardian. 


{Textbooks of ftecbtioloos 

Edited by Professors GARNETT and WERTHEIMER. 


HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. By J. 
A. 1C. Wood. Illustrated, Cr. 8 vo. 
Second Edition, is. 6d. 

'Though p-Vn-i’v intended for students, 
Miss W ... little manual may be 

consulted with advantage by any girls 
who want to make their own frocks. The 
directions are simple and clear, and the 
diagrams very helpful.’ — Literature. 

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By 
F. C. Webber. With many Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8m 3?. 6 d. 

‘An admirable elementary text-book on the 
subject.’— Builder. 

PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By 
Sidney II. Wells. With 75 Illus- 
trations andDiagrams. Cr. 8m 2>s,bd. 

PRACTICAL PHYSICS. By H. 


Stroud, D.Sc., M.A. , Professor of 
Physics in the Durham College of 
Science, Newcastle-on-Tync. Fully 
illustrated. Crown S vo. 3 s. 6d. 

MILLINERY, THEORETICAL, 
AND PRACTICAL. By Miss 
IIill, Registered Teacher to the 
City and Guilds of London Institute. 
With numerous Diagrams. Crown 
8m is. 

PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. 
By W. French, M.A. Part* I. 
With numerous diagrams. Crown 
8m is. 6 d. 

' An excellent and eminently practical little 
book.’ — Schoolmaster. 


ENGLISH 

ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: PIIS 
to the History of England. By H. E. RIGHTS AND DUTIES. By H. E. 
Malden, M.A. Crown 8m 35.6 d.\ Malden, M.A. is. 6d. 
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A DIGEST* OF DEDUCTIVF 
LOGIC. ’* By_ Johnson Barker, 
is. 6 d. 

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION ! 
PASSAGES. By W. Vv illiamson, ! 
M.A. m Third Edition, Cr. 8 vo. is. 6 J. 

A SHORT STORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE. By Emma S. 
Mellows, frozen S z'j. 3 s, 6 d. 

The history of English literature told in a 
sim f»le style for young students. It is 
particularly rich in biographical detail, 
and contains a considerable number of 
illustrative extracts. 


‘A lucid and well-ar-anged account of the 
growth of EnpTsh literature.’ — Pall 
Mall Ga^ePe. 

TEST Cards IN EUCLID AND 
ALGEBRA. Bv D. S. C alder- 
wood, Headmaster of the Normal 
School, Edinburgh. In three packets 
of 40, with Answers. if. Or in 
three Books, price 2d., 2d., and 3d. 

| THE METRIC SYSTEM. By Leon 
Dei?BOS frozen boo, 2s. 

A theoretical and prac tical guide, for u«;e 
in elementary schools and by the general 
| readei. 


METHUEN'S COMMERCIAL SERIES 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 


BRITISH COMMERCE AND 

COLONIES FROM ELIZABETH 
TO VICTORIA. By II. de B. 
Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A, Third 
* Edition . 2 s. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION ' 
PAPERS. By H. de 13 . Gibbins, 
Litt.D., M.A. il 6d. 

THE ECONOMICS OF COM- 
MERCE. By H. de B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D., M.A. is. 6 d. 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS. E. Bally, 
Master at the Manchester Grammar 
School. Second Edition. 2 s. 

GERMAN COMMERCIAL COR- ' 
R^SPONDENCE. ByS. E. Bally. 

2 s. 6 d. 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL I 
READER. By S. E. Bally. 

Edition. 2 s. 


COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, with 
special reference to the British Em- 
pire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Second 
Edition. 2 s. 

A PRIMER OF BUSINESS. By S. 
Jackson, M.A. Third Ed. u. 6 d. 

COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By 
F. G. Taylor, M.A. Third Edition . 
is. 6d. 

PRECIS WRITING AND OFFfCE 
CORRESPONDENCE. By E. K. 
Whitfield, M.A. j:s. 

A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS AND 
BUSINESS. By II. Jones, is. 6 d. 

THE PRINCIPLES OF BOOK- 
KEEPING BY DOUBLE ENTRY. 
By J. E.B. M‘ Allen, M.A. Cr.Qvo. 2 s. 

By W. 


Second COMMERCIAL LAW. 

Douglas Edwards.* 2%. 


WORKS BY A. M. M. ST EDM AN, M.A. 

^ITIA LATINA: Easy Lessons on FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Sixth 
Elementary Accidence. Fourth Edition . Crown 8 vo. 2 s. 

Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. is. 
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FIRST LATIN READER. With 
Notes adapted to the Shorter Latin 
Primer and Vocabulary. Fifth 
Edition revised. 18 mo. is. 6 d. 

EASY' SELECTIONS FROM 
CAESAR. Part i. The Helvetian 
War. Second Edition, 18 mo. is. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. 
Part I. The Kings of Rome. 18 mo. 
Second Edition, is. 6 d. 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Seventh 
Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. ir. 6d. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Lessons | 
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 
Crown Zvo. is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER 
AND REVISED LATIN PRIMER. 
With Vocabulary. Eighth and 
cheaper Edition, re-written. Crown 
Zvo. ir. 6 d. Issued with the consent 
of Dr. Kennedy. Key 3s. net. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SEN- 
TENCE: Rules and Exercises. 
Sec on d*Edi f ion. Cr.Zvo, is. Gd. With 
Vocabulary. 2 s. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellan- 
eous Latin Exercises on Common 
Rules and Idioms. Fourth Edition. 
Fiap.Zvo. is. 6d. With Vocabulary. 

2S. « 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to 
Subjects. Ninth Edition. Fcap. 
8z jo. ij. 6d. 


A VOCABULARY k OF LATIN 
IDIOMS. 18 mo. Second Edition, is. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, 
Revised. 18 mo. is. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. 
Crown 8 vo. is. 6 d. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Third 
Edition Revised. F\ap. 8 vo. ij. Gd. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION. Arranged accord- 
ing to Subjects. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8 vo. i.f. Gd. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELEC- 
TIONS. For the use of Schools. 
Third Edition. With Introduction, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Fcap. Zvo. 
2 s. Gd. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Fifth Edi- 
tion. 18 mo. 8 d. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Fourth 
Edition Revised. Crown 8 vo. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Fourth 
Edition revised. Fcap. Zvo, is. Gd. 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON 
ELEMENTARY SYNTAX. With 
Vocabulary. Second Edition. Crown 
8 vo. 2 s. Gd. Key 31. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION : Arranged according 
to Subjects. Ninth Edition. Fcap, 
8 vo. is. 


SCHOOL EXAMINATION SERIES 

Edited ey A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown Zvo . 2 \ Gd . 


FRENCH EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR AND IDIOMS. By 
A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Eleventh 
Edition. 


A Key, issued to Tutors and 
Private Students only, to be had 
on application to the Publishers. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8 vo. 
Gs. net. 
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‘IN EXAMINATION PA PEPS | 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
\R^\ND IDIOMS. By A. M. M. I 
kdman, M.A. *$nth Edition, | 
i^KY ( Eourth Edition) issued 
above. 6s. net 

EK* EXAMINATION PAPERS 
MISC ELLAN EOUS GRAM- i 
\RAND IDIOMS. By A. M. M. I 
i i)MAN, M.A. Sixth Edition. 

\LY {Second Edition ) issued as 
alove, 6s. net, 

L M AN EXAMINATION. | 
PERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
AMMAk AND IDIOMS. By 
J. Mouicii, Clifton College. 
r th Edition. 

vF.Y ( Second Edition ) issued as 
above. 6s. net. 


HISTORY AND GEOGRAPHY EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS. By C. H. 
Spence, M.A., Clifton College. 
Sclohu Edition. 

SCIENCE EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. By R. E. Steel, M.A. 
F.C S. t n two vo Is. 

fart i. Chemistry ; Partii. Physics. 

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EX- 
AM RATION PAPERS. By A. 
M. M. STKDMAN, M.A. Third 
Edition. 

Key ( Second Edition ) issued as 
above, ys. net , 

EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By J. Tait 
WaKDLAW, BA., King’s College, 
Cambridge (' row\ o vo . 2 s. 6 d. 





